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Summary: 10 years after the events of AC Rogue, a still regretfull 
Shay is tasked with confirming a Templar member s stories of what he 
slew in the Arctic Seas was actually a dragon. The initial disbelief 
in the mission changes when Shay comes across a blonde woman that 
might know what he searches for and guides him to one of the most 
amazing discoveries on earth... 


1 . Chapter 1 

**North Atlantic, October 1770** 

"_That wasaC 1 Lucky. 

"_How many times do I have to tell you, Liam? I make my own 
luck. 

Shay jumped from his bed and falls to the floor of _The Morrigan_A's 
captain quarters. Sweating and heavily breathing, his opens and shuts 
his eyes, trying to have the memory to disappear from his view. Shay 
gets up, grunting in pain from the fall and walks over to his 
wardrobe. Takes out a mirror and haves a look on himself. Ties his 
hair in a ponytail with elastic, washes his face to drive the sleep 
away and picks up his habitual Templar uniform and looks at it 
briefly . 

10 years. It had been 10 years since the adventure at the North 
Arctic Seas ended, one he wouldnA't have called "great and 
satisfying". He finished the AssassinA's business on the search for 
the Precursor Sites that day, but at serious costs: 

Colonel Monro killed for nothing; 

Countless men, women and children in Lisbon for nothing; 

Le Chasseur, Kesegowaase, Adewale, Chevalier; 



Hopea€ 1 Liama€ 1 


For 10 years, he managed to hold back his regret on his acts. So why 
now? Why were those memories coming back? Was it because he was near 
his best friendA's resting place? Shay and his first mate had checked 
the maps already and Shay had seen their closing in on the cursed 
iceberg. Perhaps that was the cause. But Shay had other things to 
worry about . 

Shay dresses in his uniform and goes outside for a moment. 

It is still night, dammit. And it was freezing cold outside. This is 
what you get for dropping anchor in the middle of the coldest seas in 
the planet to spend the night. Shay goes back inside and grabs gloves 
and a warmer set of clothes for the weather. He picks an outfit he 
had crafted from skins of polar bears and sea lions and puts it on. 

He puts on the hood to protect his face from the cold, gets his 
spyglass on his pockets and walks out again. Shay walks up to the 
front of his ship and takes out the spyglass. No sign of anything 
resembling an island "out of place" as the letter described. Yes 
thatA's why Shay is in the Arctic Seas. 

Haytham Kenway, the grandmaster of the Colonial Rite of the Templars, 
overheard a conversation around a month ago between two members of 
the crew of the ship A«_**SeaA's Lion**_A» while investigating a 
possible AssassinA's reunion for a comeback. He listened from a 
distance and left with silly discussions about sightings of people 
flying big winged animals echoing in his hears. Kenway wasnA't one to 
send someone out there to confirm idiotic rumors. That is until one 
of the members of the Templars, Frederic Sawyer, came to New York, 
aboard the A«_* *BostonA ' s Sword**_A» ship, covered in scars and burn 
wounds. The ship had taken some damage as well, the sails mended and 
the portions of wood burned. He was treated discreetly in "The Green 
Dragon" pub and asked about what had caused those kinds of injuries. 
He told them A«**I was sailin' down through the Arctic seas, trying 
me luck on hunting down some French ships, when a loud sound alerted 
me crew. I thought about bein' the French and sailed further down. 
Then something collided with us. Hit the sails, rippin' 'em apart and 
falling down to the center of the ship. It was a dragon, for Christ's 
sake! Wounded but no close to dead, it moved around a bit. Then, 
scared as we were, we shot it down. Wish we hadnA't. The beast 
immediately spits fire out and claws others and me ship. I lost some 
fine fellows at killin' it. And some portions of me skin. We stored 
the corpse of it inside the ship and went back**A». No one believed 
him at first. And then he says A«**Go and see it for yerselves then. 
Ask for Cedric, me first mate, and he'll show it.**A». It was just as 
he had told them. A massive winged beast was inside the ship, none 
like they had ever seen before and it was bigger than two polar bears 
together on length. A«**Looks like a tiger with wings**A», commented 
Benjamin Church then. In a way he was right. Red, almost orange, with 
black stripes, if it wasnA't for the form of his body, horns, head 
and wings, it could have been a tiger. 

All Templar members had been dispatched because of new British 
Expeditions and they should go on low profile to investigate them at 
a distance. However Shay, far away at the time and just sailing 
without course from the French forts, was assigned to confirm 
SawyerA's route and continue past where Sawyer left. Maybe by taming 
those beasts something would be accomplished : A new way to deal with 
the calamities or coming wars. Or something elseaCl 



He and Gist received SawyerA's maps first-handed and the next day had 
set out to go north. Three days on the seas, French problems in the 
way and bounty hunters (Achilles might be crippled but his associates 
did not take the TemplarA's victory any near peacefully), and they 
arrived to the place where Sawyer was attacked. Now it is just a 
matter of going where fate will blow them to and wait for a miracle 
to happen. 

"I make my own luck", Shay muttered while he thought about the 
mission and the need for a miracle. 

-Ahoy captain! 

Shay turns around and faces Christopher Gist, his first mate, one of 
the simplest yet wise men he had ever met. Gist never leaves his 
standard outfit behind it seemed, as he is wearing it now, making him 
look like a brown shadow in the middle of the Arctic, although he 
wears a scarf. Both go over to the wheel. 

-CanA't sleep too, huh? WhatA's troubling you? a€" He asked, smile 
visible on his bearded face even with the scarf covering 
it . 

-Jitters, I think. It ainA't everyday that we go on a weird adventure 
to find aa€ 1 different creature, that we never saw, right? a€" Shay 
replies, leaning over the wheel. a€" Do you seriously believe that 
what they saw was even real? 

- Well, sir, it did sound off the line. But Master Kenway later told 
me that until we have evidence of more of ItA's kind, we shouldnA't 
jump to conclusions. But what is it with you questioning Master 
Kenway? Last time you did those remarks was 10 years ago. 

ShayA's heart sank for a bit at hearing the word "10 years". It was 

true, nevertheless. In the space of time between now and 10 years 
ago, Shay rose through the Templar ranks, becoming famous both in the 
Order and the Colonies for his dedicating willpowera€l and his 
favorite motto "I make my own luck". He never questioned the 
GrandmasterA ' s orders neither, as they always led to success 
(discounting improvisations at certain times) . Well, some habits die 
hard like they say. 

-Come on Gist. Dragons! If it was Apples of Eden or a Precursor Site 
to secure then lA'd buy it. But thisa€l weA're chasing goose in a 
swamp. a€" Shay says tightening his coat. 

-I feel that way too, Shay. But like my grandmother Felicity used to 

say: "_You always get the final word in your judgment_" . 

-How many relatives do you have Gist? My guess is all over the world. 
a€" Shay laughs. 

-No, just in the Colonies and before that England if my guess is 
right. a€" Gist says. 

Shay simply lets out a "Heh" before staying quiet for a while. Having 
Gist close by is always a reminder of the good choice of saving him 
from hanging in Fort Arsenal. Loyal, friendly, there when you need 
hima€ 1 In many ways he reminded Liam. And thatA's why Shay decides to 



let Gist know of his troubles: 


-Gist Ia€l Have you ever regretted anything in your life? a€" Somehow 
Shay had already guessed his answer. 

-Lots of things, Shay. Firstly, watching as a native village burned 
down by French hands. I had a chance of pulling the trigger of my gun 
and blow the French up. But hesitation got me and it was enough time 
for a Frenchman to sneak up behind me and knock me out. Secondly, for 
allowing a close friend of mine to be beaten till only a blood pool 
was left by some thugs. Just because of a gambling game that I 
dragged him in. a€" He stops his story telling with a questioning 
glare. a€" Why do you suddenly ask for my tragedies? 

-You know that lA've held my regret for what happened 10 years ago 
submerged. But now itA's all coming back. I recalled those moments in 
my sleep. I mean, why now? 

Gist looks to Shay, his gears trying to find a suitable phrase to 
say. But he comes up with nothing. So he decides to improvise: 

- Certain actions haunt us for eternity, Shay. What you did long ago 
is one of those actions. Not everything we do comes without a price 
and you, my friend, are serving your price. Just later than the rest 
of us. But believe me, as long as you have people to support you at 
this moment, youA'll make it out unscathed. 

Shay now looks at him. Damn, he really resembles Liam in many ways. 
And he sure made him feel slightly better. But itA's not close enough 
to completely stay relaxed. He moves away from the wheel and signals 
Gist to follow him. The two enter the captainA's quarters and Shay 
removes his hood. Gist feels free to sit on a chair in front of the 
table where Shay runs his own commercial and military fleet. It is 
full of maps regarding the Atlantic Ocean, letters of requests and 
notes of special requirements for the shipsA' repairing techniques. 
Shay joins Gist, holding a pencil. 

-Since weA're awake we should retrace ours and SawyerA's steps. a€" 
Shay comments. His puts the pencil on top of a region close to where 
the Arctic iceberg islands were. a€" Sawyer says that they were 
anchored here and thena€ 1 - His pencil draws a line to the right. - 
a€ 1 they sailed to this part of the seas. Supposedly this is where he 
and his crew found the "dragon" . 

-lA've sailed there once. I happened to come across a fellow whose 
ship had sunk due to several shots fired against the ship. Poor guy. 

I rescued him and exchanged stories. And he had some curious ones at 
that. I quickly took a liking for him. He was a Viking according to 
hima€ 1 

-Sure, a Viking. a€" Laughed Shay. 

- Yes. A short blond man, hair in braiding, eyebrows together, stone 
artificial tooth, he even dressed like one: A helmet with long bone 
horns, simple leather clothes and a peg-arm and peg-leg. a€" 

Continued Gist, counting his fingers. 

-Jesus, Gist. He must have been in quite the fights for having 
peg-limbs. a€" Shay said without moving his eyes from the maps. a€" 
And what did you do with him? 



-We sailed at bit through the seas, visited new lands, got into 
tavern fights, learned new things. In the end, he bought a ship 
sturdy enough to sail back home and I never saw him again. a€" Gist 
sighed in sadness. Shay hardly saw him expressing sadness during 
their years of sailing together. A hint of respect to the mysterious 
sailor surged inside Shay. 

-Think that heA's enjoying a beer while we work. Nowa€ 1 - Shay tried 
to get GistA's attention to return to the task. - a€ 1 we need to 
think of a route to take. I suggest we begin our search around 
here . 

Shay makes a circle on the map, to the east of the Arctic seas and 
close to the Norwegian lands. Gist favours the strategy, since the 
harbors in certain ports along the route could be accessed to improve 
_The Morrigan_ ("More?", Shay asked in a tone of incredulity. _The 
Morrigan_ was upgraded to the point where nothing would stand in its 
way) . The plans are settled when Shay proudly feels the sunrise in 
his back and Gist leaves to wake the crew up. Shay smiles as a new 
adventure is beginning. It might get him distracted from his 
regretting feelingsa€l 

_**3 days later**_ 

Sailing for so long sure is making everyone tired. A storm caught 
them on the first day that made them change the course, at the second 
day they sailed randomly until they came across a troubled British 
armada with the French and after the battle, with the French swimming 
in their water graves and directions asked, _The Morrigan _went 
another full straight day sailing non-stop. So itA's a good signal 
that a harboring dock shows up in a distance, the symbol for a good 
rest . 

-Maybe we should dock for a while, sir. - The man in charge of the 
left Puckle Gun suggested. a€" WeA've been sailing for days now. 

-He does have a point. A brief stop wonA't do any harm. a€" Gist 
consented . 

Shays reflects for a while. Sailing with a tired crew, himself 
included, will do no good. 

-Alright then lads! LetA's stop to refill our energies and be back in 
30 minutes. HowA's that sound? a€" Shouted Shay from his 
wheel . 

-Yeah! a€" Shouts the crew in response. ThatA's more than an answer 
for him. 

_The Morrigan_ drops anchor in a port named "_**Heldig Reisende**_" 
(Travelling Luck) and everyone disembarks. ItA's a small village of 
wooden houses, with a big stone church and windmills on the mountains 
behind the village. The cold wind never leaves them as they arrived 
in the village so everyone had come prepared for the weather (except 
for Gist, in his usual outfit) . Most of the crew goes straight to a 
pub to get the feeling of a warm beer and the money from bets in 
their pockets, but others take a walk around the city. Gist says 
heA'll remain by the docks, chatting with the harbor master about 
upgrading _The _MorriganA's front cannons and possibly the broadside 



ones too. Shay is determined to find a shop to restock his ammunition 
and other items. It takes a while to find it, given that all 
buildings looked like copies of each other of and the billboard signs 
are all written of Norwegian, but Shay does it and wastes no time in 
walking in. Problem is, Shay doesnA't know a word of Norwegian and he 
fears that the shop owner may not know English. He tries to talk 
slowly for a first try: 

-Hello. Do you understand me? 

-_Ja, _I understand you. Do not worry, youA're not the _fA^rste 
_(first) foreigner to visit my shop. What is it that you require? a€" 
Speaks the owner with a laugh. Shay gets more comfortable at his 
problem fading away. 

- lA'll require 5 meters of rope, 7 bullets for pistols and a lA'd 
like to exchange these skins for a pouch for bullets. a€" Shay places 
a few skins of rabbit and fox in the table between him and the 
owner . 

- _Med en gang _ (Right away) ! a€" Says the owner, turning around to 
pick up the desired objects. Shay looks at the store for a moment, 
examinating the rotten walls and the broken windows. Then he notices 
the various rocks inside, obviously belonging to the streets, just 
like the patrolling guardsA ' concentrat ion on the zone. 

- Uh, pardon me, but were you assaulted recently? a€" He asks out of 
curiosity . 

- Unfortunately. Hooded bastards come in, no "_God morgen_" (Good 
morning) or anything, they just walk over to me and strap me to the 
floor and beat me up. Then they warn me to have a payment ready for 
three days and if nota€ 1 _Vel _(Well), three days have passed and my 
shop sales were running low. a€" The shop owner explains, rubbing his 
right leg. Shay assumed that the more serious attacks were on that 
leg. - So they vandalized my shop and gave me until today to pay 
again. For a moment, I thought you were one of them. lA'm so 
_skrudden _ (screwed) when they come. 

And just like that, the door opens up to reveal two men, no doubt the 
attackers. Shay has no need to turn around, he already figured out 
where their hearts were of service: The Assassin Brotherhood. From a 
small mirror in front of him, Shay eyes the men. Hoods up, obscuring 
their identity, green vests on top of yellow buttoned shirts and 
brown pants with boots, the small and yet shining light of Hidden 
Blades on their wrists, and pendants with the symbol of the 
Brotherhood. One carries a war axe that nearly touches the ground and 
the other a small set of knives and both carry pistols. The typical 
type of young recruits. 

_-SA¥ , Hvor er vA¥r betaling sir_ (So, where is our payment, sir) ? 
a€" Says one of them, closing the door. His companion looks at the 
customer in the table. 

- _Jeg sa det en gang , og Jeg skal si det igjen: Du skal ikke motta 
noen betaling fra meg . GA¥ vekk I_ (I said it once and lA'll say it 
again: You shall not receive any payment from me. Go away) ! - Says 
the owner, trying to remain calm. Shay reckons this will not go 
well . 



One of them walks to the man, intimidating him and making him back 
away against the way. In the fear, he forgets he is in a shop full of 
weapons. It would be meaningless anyway, since he has no training in 
sword fighting or firearms shooting. And the variety of weapons of 
the two men makes the odds drop even more. The man jumps over the 
table and grabs the owner by the throat. He then looks at Shay, who 
does his best to look unconcerned by the situation. 

- _Du . La nA¥ _(You. Leave now) . a€" The man says. It didnA't take a 
genius to understand that they wanted privacy. 

Shay complies to the wish and begins to walk over to the door. The 
owner pleads Shay to help him, sobbing. Shay doesnA't look at neither 
of the men in the shop and reaches the door. The man holding him 
punches him in the gut and the owner gasps as the air leaves his 
lungs. The companion watches amused the scene. From behind his back, 
Shay finishes devising a plan and turns his plans to deeds: When gets 
out of sight of the two men, both focused on their mission, Shays 
pulls out the air rifle, the sleep dart already inserted in the 
rifle, and fires it to the man assaulting the owner, with a "POP". 

The dart hitting the right shoulder and immediately administrating 
the sedative, Shay slid his left arm, activated his Hidden Blade, and 
stabbed the bystander, that had turned around to see where the noise 
came from, in the neck. The bystander grabs ShayA's arm to try and 
remove it but it was too late already. Clutching to his throat, he 
falls down, the blood covering his hand and running down to the 
floor. As the owner gets away from his unconscious attacker, he looks 
at Shay in a mix of gratitude and fear. Shay reloads his weapon with 
another sleep dart and stores the rifle in his back. 

-Are you alright? a€" He asks to the owner in a serious tone. 

-_Da. Da. _Thank you so much. a€" The owner nods in response, 
avoiding looking at the former attackers. a€" How can I thank you for 
your kindness? a€" He pronounces the last word with some 
disgust . 

Shay, already looting the corpses for useful things, takes out a big 
bag full of coins, no doubt todayA's extortions. He takes the bag to 
the top of the table, removes a hand full of coins, puts them in his 
pouch and leaves the bag in the ownerA's hands. 

-Do nothing. Accept the bag of money and use it to renovate your 
shop. It needs improvement. Then give the rest to other victims of 
those lowlifes. a€" Instructs Shays while grabbing the lifeless 
corpse and the unconscious attacker. 

The owner tries to find words to say how grateful he is, but by the 
time he does, Shay already walked out. He finds a bench not too far 
from where he was and places the corpse in a position of sitting with 
his head down, covering the wound and the unconscious attacker on a 
sleeping position. Good to know there was little movement on the 
streets notice him and call help. Shay knows the sedative wonA't last 
long so the makes a run for it, running back to the port. He didnA't 
get what he wanted, but he at least had done something interesting. 
Shays walks back to _The Morrigan_, wanting to call it a day and 
comes across Gist, chatting with enthusiasm with the harbor 
master . 

-So, what have you done? a€" Shay picked a little pause in the 



conversation between the two to interrupt it. 


-Well lA've been talking with Adolf here and heA's been telling this 
crazy jokes and stories. Some of the crew has returned to the ship 
but the others have remained in the pub. I have the feeling weA'll be 
staying here for the night, captain. a€" Gist replies, enjoying his 
time in the small port. 

- A good night of sleep will do. Tell the others that they should 
rent a room. a€" Shay asks. a€" lA'll go and get to know this place. 
ThereA's is A LOT more to see than a little village. 

Gist watched as Shay made his way to the now starting to crowd 
streets. Gist knew that Shay had left putting a strong meaning in A«A 
LOTA» . Last time Shay had used that kind of remark was when they 
visited Massachusetts, by then a Templar worldwide known city by the 
Order and as they had found out later was starting to crawl witha€ 1 
witha€ 1 

Gist understood at last. HeA'd sleep with his sword under the pillow 
and a flintlock pistol in his hand tonight. 


2 . Chapter 2 

* * j j * * 

Shay knew how things work at taking out Assassins in small villages 
like the one he was: Normally a place as much ordinary as possible, 
like a windmill, or even a church; Informants in the pubs and the 
guardsA ' camps for any news of incoming assaults; A fast ship or brig 
to make unpredicted travels or to make an escape when things run out 
of control; And for last, a territory of their own, in the outskirts 
of the village. 

He had noticed a brig docked two ships away from _The Morrigan_, 
patrolled by a few suspicious individuals; the church could be the 
place of the hideout but considering that the windmills in the 
village were in a higher ground, he shouldnA't jump to conclusions. 
This is what he was going to investigate. 

Luckily the church was still open for the public, so no one would 
find it weird for a man to enter it in the beginning of the night. 
Shay left the street connecting the officials' headquarters to the 
mounted camp itself and headed to the church. On a closer look, the 
church was made of granite stone, a memory of the medieval times, but 
was undergoing repairs on the sculptures of saints and angels at the 
left and right sides of the door. The church is small with a left and 
right wings and a bell tower, the roof made of wood painted red and 
stained glass telling stories above the wooden doors. Shay moved 
through the crowd and entered the church, looking behind his back to 
make sure he hadnA't been followed. 

The inside of the church was illuminated by candles close to the 
benches, occupied by several people praying. Shay had never been the 
man to pray so he paid no mind to that. He felt himself getting too 
warmed up in the polar outfit he is wearing and looks for a hidden 
spot to change clothes. He finds a chamber with the priestA's Sunday 
mass clothes and uses the space to change clothes. The polar outfit 
is replaced with the Templar outfit in a few seconds, placed inside a 



bag big enough to carry it around, and Shay leaves the chamber 
without anybody realizing he had even been there. Scanning his 
surroundings, he tries look for indications of how to access the bell 
tower. That is when he hears a conversation between the priest and a 
woman, both in advanced ages: 

-_Jeg beklager Far, men min mann er i seng . I dag det ikke kan ringe 
bjeller_ (lA'm sorry Father, but my husband is in bed. Today he 
wonA't be able to ring the bells) . a€" The woman whispers. 

- _Det er uheldig. Vi vil trenger A¥ finne en erstatning for i dag_ 
(That is unfortunate. WeA'll need to find a substitute for today) . 
a€" The priest says. 

Shay figures that the matter they are discussing must be important, 
giving their concerned expressions. Shay decides to approach the two 
and see if he can help. 

-Excuse me. a€" The woman and the priest turn around to face Shay. 
a€" Is there something I can help with? 

Shay prays silently that the at least one of them knows English. 

There is a moment of silence before the woman says: 

-We need a substitute to ring the bells tonight. My husband would 
take care of that assignment _men han _(but he) is in bed so he is 
unavailable . 

-If youA'd like, I could your husbandA's job. a€" Volunteered Shay. 
a€" ItA's no bother believe me. 

-WeA'd be grateful but I only ask: Do you know how to ring bells? a€" 
The woman asked. 

-Yes a€" Shay lied in a blink of an eye. 

The woman exchanged words with the priest and it was with the smile 
that he delivered the keys to the bell tower. Shay accepted the keys 
and follows the woman to an indicated door by the priest. She leads 
him to a door close to the entrance of the church and signals Shay to 
unlock the door. As he does so, the woman starts a conversation with 
him : 

-So what brings you to this side of the country? 

-Just stopping by to spend the night, nothing much really. a€" Shay 
replies. a€" I must make sure: what can you tell me about this place? 
Anything to be aware of, somewhere to stop by? 

- I suggest you pay a visit to the windmills when the sunrise comes, 
they offer a great view from the upper floors. The pub *allmekt ige 
hav"**_ (Almighty Seas) is the only pub in this area and they rent 
rooms to spend the night. a€" The woman says. a€" But be careful: A 
streak of robberies and murders have happened for the past weeks. 
DonA't go out at night. ItA's dangerous. 

-I can handle myself, thanks for the concern. Nowa€ 1 - Shay unlocks 
the door and waves a hand at the stairs inside. - a€ 1 ladies 
first . 



The woman enters the room and goes up through spiral stone stairs, 
with Shay closing the door and following her. Given the height of the 
bell tower, it would take less than 2 minutes to reach upstairs. Soon 
the two arrived at another door and after unlocking it with a bigger 
key, they walked in the tower. Shay regretted accepting to help the 
instant he saw the two enormous bells that he was about to play. The 
woman reached for ropes hanging from the ceiling and handed them over 
to Shay, who was still swallowing saliva, and instructed him to play 
when he sees the shadow of a cross, created by a lighted candle, 
above his head. As the woman left the room, Shay lets his mind run 
wild with his thoughts. 

The woman gave him little but sufficient information to start a 
search. The streak of robberies and murderers were connected with the 
Assassins, for sure, but it didnA't make any sense: When a Templar 
member pays a visit to a country that has little Templar activity, 
either for a diplomatic meeting or just to visit a relative, he or 
she sends a letter to all the Grandmasters to notify them of the 
visit and that he/she wonA't be available for future missions or 
reunions. Yet Master Kenway received no letter informing him of a 
trip to those shores. If that was the case, they why target 
civilians? Were the Assassins busy fighting a local troublesome 
faction? And about the puba€ 1 being the only pub in the village makes 
an easy point of regroup, management of informants and to get 
information. He should have asked Gist to keep a hear open in the 
pub. Because HE WOULD be at the pub. 

Huh, whatA's done is done, dammita€ 1 

Shay looks at the ropes he holds and another memory flashes through 
his mind: He, Liam and Hope were assigned to intercept a Templar who 
sold Assassin captives his men "collected" to other Templars in the 
interior colonies. Hope had to come since Shay was under recruit 
exams and she was her instructor. That and everyone thought that 
participating on a mission would help in his training. The church 
where the assassination took place had three bells and Shay, the one 
with the lowest Assassin ranking from the three, had to play the 
bells before and after the Templar came for the Sunday mass. While 
the mission came to a successful ending, ShayA's head complained 
about the sounds for a whole week, leading to an abrupt interrupt of 
the recruit for that time. 

Liama€ 1 Hopea€ 1 

Damn, Shay canA't really shake his head off his nostalgic memories. 
Shay looks at the forming shadow of the said cross and realizes he 
can still get to the roof and return to his post. He drops the ropes 
and heads towards a window in his left. He opens it and looks up to 
the roof. It is an easy climb if you have the necessary experience. 
Shay hops out of the bell tower and begins his climb, the moon light 
in his back. 

Shay constantly has to check if the supporting stones were frosted 
otherwise, like in his first attempt, he would slip and restart the 
climb again. But he makes it to the roof and now he can finally 
admire the view of the village. Even being small brought no matter: 

It looked like a happy place to live, aside from certain bastards 
corrupting that impression. The windmills, just like the woman said, 
were also givers of the same type of view, since they were on top of 
the mountains behind the village, no bigger than the church. Shay 



takes note to only visit those places if the Assassins had their 
business running there, he didnA't wish to end up a walking ice 
block . 


Leaving the mountains, Shay looks at the surroundings, spots several 
buildings, a farm covered in snow, _The Morrigan_ in the docks and 
not too distant from her, the pub. All the laughing and yelling were 
coming from that place, so Shay assumes that the place is really 
highly frequented. Huh, duh, it was the only pub in the region! And 
just in the outskirts of the village, contrasting with the jovial and 
happy environment, a dark set of houses were letting out a black 
smoke and in the distance was a flag. It took a better look for Shay 
to make out the targetA's headquarters: The flag with the Assassin 
insignia was blue with two crossed black colored muskets behind it. 
The rest of the flag was black. 

"What a combination of colors. I could throw up.", thought Shay with 
a quiet laugh. 

Shay thinks he can come down now. He looks down to look for a 
haystack but he then remembers the job he agreed to do. Shay sighs as 
he climbs down to the inside of the bell tower. If only there was 
medicine for headachesa€ 1 

And who plays bells at night? 

_**A Hour and Half Later**_ 

After the incident in his shop, the owner had tried to calm himself 
down. He had already been in the backrooms of the shop, preparing 
some coffee to calm his nerves down and it wasnA't working. Now he is 
just standing behind the table, waiting for clients. What if those 
bastards came back to ask for the next payment? That man wouldnA't be 
around perhaps, he might have left already, he'd be more screwed than 
before . 

The door opening brings the owner back to reality and he puts on a 
smile before asking, without looking at the visitor: 

-_God kveld ! Hvordan kan jeg stA¥ til tjeneste_ (Good evening! How 
may I be of service)- He pretends to clean up the table. 

- _Hei igjen . Hva skjedde _(Hello again. What happened here)? a€" A 
female voice asked. 

The owner looked up from his false act and stared at the client. She 
had been there before, in the morning, asking for a way to repair her 
axe. According to her, the axe was stuck on a tree and when trying to 
pull it out, the head came out. The axe was fixed by the owner, 
taking only half of the needed time, and the blonde woman stored the 
axe in her travelling bag and left without being charged any price 
(repairs free, so says the billboard) . Now she was back and the owner 
was happy to see a familiar face. 

-_Ingenting mye . Bare noen diskusjonner mellom herrer. Ingen grunn 
til bekymring_( Nothing much. Just some discussions between gents. No 
worries) . a€" The owner explains with the forced smile still 
on . 


-_At blA¥merke sier noe annet _(That bruise says otherwise)_. _a€" 



The blonde client points out. 


The owner completely forgot about that when the men came there not an 
hour ago. He massages it and finds it still hurts when touched. The 
client notes this and takes out a handkerchief along with a 
mini-barrel from the bag. After wetting the handkerchief with water, 
she hands it to the owner who applies it. It hurts a bit less now 
thanks to that. 

-_Takk _ (Thank you) . a€" He thanks. 

The client walks around a bit, examining the items he had to sell. 

The owner looks at her and notes that her eyes told that she wasnA't 
there to buy something. 

- _Hva du vil du vil ikke finne i hyllene . Kanskje mine ord vil 

hjelpe_ (What you want you wonA't find in shelves. Perhaps my words 
will help)? a€" He says. 

Hvordan gjorde du . . . _(How did youa€ 1 ) a€" She asks amazed but 
dismisses that question. - _Glem det . Jeg er pA¥ utkikk etter en 
mann . Alt jeg vet er at han har et arr pA¥ venstre A^yenbryn , svart 
hA¥r og bAlrer en ... hva var navnet? ... Ah, en rifle som gir ingen 
lyd_ ( Forget it. lA'm looking for a certain man. All I know is that 
he has a scar on the left eyebrow, black hair and carries a... what 
was the name?... Ah, a rifle that makes no sounda€ 1 - She describes 
the man and ends it with an inquiring glare. 

The owner reflects for a moment. He knew every single villager and 
none of them had what she just described. As for foreigners only 
three came in his shop: An old lady, a Portuguese official in a 
vacation trip and the man who saved him from his attackers. 

Wait ! 

-_NA¥r mine angripere kom inn for A¥ skade me, reddet en mann meg og 
denne mannen har alle detaljene du har gift meg. Han drepte dem og 
venstre for A¥ avhende likene. Jeg sA¥ ham gjA^re det fra en avstand 
. Deretter lA^per han nedover gaten , sannsynligvis til havna _(When 
my attackers came in to hurt me, a man saved me and this man holds 
all the details you have given me. He killed them and left to dispose 
the bodies. I watched him doing it from a distance. Then he runs down 
the street, probably to the docks)_._ a€" The owner leaves his table 
and walks out of the shop, into the street and points to the 
docks . 

_-Takk sA¥ mye . Du har kanskje hjulpet meg fullfA^re mitt oppdrag 
_ (Thank you so much_. _You might have helped complete my mission) . 
a€" The woman exclaims with a huge smile on her face. She takes off 
to the docks, running like she was late for church. 

The owner watches her run along and goes back inside the shop. Before 
he closes the door he stops and mumbles: 

"Who _er dette _(is this) man?" 

Gist finishes his chat with Adolf and begins to make his way to the 
pub, finally eager for a warm strong beer. Between the chit-chat and 
a visit of Shay to _The Morrigan _to collect his sword, dagger and 
pistols, nothing interesting happened. He walks past children playing 
with a ball and tossing it at each other and Gist smiles. He avoids a 



man who was running from the yellow uniformed guards and Gist puts an 
angry face. He reaches the pubA's door and moves a hand for the door 
handle but he's pushed aside by a young figure, making him back away 
clumsily and fall straight inside a box full of beer bottles. Gist 
gets up, massaging his legs because of the fall and takes a look at 
the figure, who tried to help him up but decided against it when Gist 
got up on his own. It was a blond woman, with a small furred 
hood-cape covering her back and the upper part of her red shirt, arm 
bands around her forearms, a skirt tied with a belt with several 
skulls and boots. She quickly grabs him and begins to say something 
in Norwegian, looking at Gist worriedly. 

-lA'm sorry? a€" He interrupts. 

The woman freezes for a moment before taking a more natural pose. 

-I said that I apologize for pushing you away like that. I didnA't 
mean to. a€" The woman repeats, with a near perfect English. 

- ThatA's of no matter. a€" Gist shrugged his shoulders. 

The woman moved back to the door but stopped before stepping inside 
the pub. 

-Excuse me again. I was hoping youA'd know a certain man that lA'm 
looking for? a€" She asks approaching Gist one more time. 

Gist reminded himself that they were in Assassin territory so he 
needed to choose his words carefully. And he had noticed already the 
hood in the womanA's back and the arm bands could conceal a Hidden 
Blade. He tags along the conversation: 

-Who are you searching for? 

-The man has a scar in the left eyebrow, black hair, I think ItA's 
tied in a ponytail, and he has this rifle that when fired makes no 
sound. Do you know or have you seen him? a€" The woman describes to 
Gist the man. 

GistA's eyes harden as he mentally realizes she is looking for Shay. 
He needs to be sure that she is an Assassin and if not, what she can 
want from Shay. He lays his back against the wall of the pub and 
crosses his arms. 

-I may have an idea of who youA're asking for? But tell me, whatA's 
wrong? a€" He asks with a hint of false helpful nature. The woman 
brushes aside a few strings of hair from her eyes and sits on top of 
beer boxes. 

-You see, from where I come from, in a place no one knows of, we used 
to have aa€ 1 tyranny problem with a man. Although my boyfriend and 
his best friend managed to overthrow the tyrant, we found another 
problem: A golden circular object was discovered while we explored 
some underground passages and it began showing images of horrifying 
events that will supposedly happen in my village. Then a glowing 
woman, taller than anyone I have seen in my life, comes out of the 
object and moves her mouth without saying anything. No one heard what 
she said but my boyfriend claims he did. He said she spoke to 
hima€ 1 



Gist listens closely to the tale of the woman and begins to think 
that the woman and her compatriots wouldn't have found an Apple of 
Eden. It matched with what was written in several reports to the 
Order and the history of it. Gist spent his first years in the Order 
studying how an incredible organization kept hidden all those years. 
If it really was an Apple of Eden, then it was their duty to retrieve 
and hand it to the Order. 

He just had to inform Shay about this, therefore, keep the lady 
around . 

-a€ 1 so I ran using my boyfriendA's maps on the notebook he draws and 
I fla€l sailed to the coast in search for the man. Hey, you here? a€" 
The woman asks, hitting him in the shoulder with force. 

Gist is brought to reality because of the punch and nods to say 
"Yes". The girl stands up and goes to the side of the man, hands in 
her hips . 

-So, do you know this man or not? a€" She questions. 

- Now lA'm sure that I know the man you are looking, . HeA's the 
captain of _The Morrigan_ over there and his nameA's Shay Cormac. And 
lA'm Gist, Christopher Gist, heA's first mate and _The Morrigan_' s 
quartermaster. a€" Gist extends his hand to the woman and she shakes 
it . 

-Oh gods, finally I did it. But tell me where is he? a€" The woman 
shouts in joy. 

Before Gist can answer, an explosion is heard in the far side of the 
village, by the dark neighborhood. 

Shay puts on the gas mask, impeding the effects of the familiar gases 
to affect him, and runs away from the poison storage. He jumps 
through an open window just as the powder barrel explodes, the 
explosion creating a cloud of smoke and both the sleep and berserk 
gas. Yes, Shay didnA't figure out the gas barrels were from both 
poisons until after he lighted the powder barrel, something he should 
have done. With an explosion from dangerous poisons coming, Shay 
didnA't want to stay and find out what the combined gases could do. 
Shay landed inside a haystack and stayed there for a while until he 
thought the gas cloud wasnA't spreading anymore and then he jumped 
out of the haystack, never removing the mask. A few remains of the 
cloud were in the air but most of it is gone now. 

Shay climbs a house in front of him and looks at the show he set: The 
affected soldiers werenA't fighting each other or as far as it looked 
like, sleeping. They were immobilized where they stood, often 
flitching or even twitching. Shay watches how much the two gases 
should not be mixed up. The sleep gases were making them immobile and 
the berserk gases were trying to get them moving, but unsuccessfully . 
Soon theyA'd be dead thanks to the berserk poison, but would the 
sleep gas alter that function and render them immobile for the rest 
of their lives? 

Shay leaves these reflections for the right time and returned to the 
next task: Eind and kill the captain of the Assassins. Removing the 
gas mask, he ponders: The explosion would create the perfect 
distraction so everyone would be drawn out. He runs off the roof. 



jumps to another and heads to a bigger building than the houses, a 
recently redecorated dark building with the Assassin banner hanging 
from the ceiling. Since the only flag in the settlement had been 
already cut off, Shay figured it would be a bigger embarrassment for 
them to lose the banner. From the main door of the building comes out 
a group of hooded man, running into separated directions to spread 
the search for the intruder. Right in the middle of seven remaining 
men, a man was shouting orders here and there, conversating with a 
man Shay recognized as the surviving member of the taxes 
collectors : 

- _Du skal ha samlet inn shatter og du sier en enkelt mann stopped 
deg_ (You are supposed to have collected the taxes and you say a 
single man stopped you) ? a€" The man shouts, making the Assassin curl 
in fear. 

-_Jeg vAYknet opp og min bror var dA^d. Her handler det jeg vet. Han 
mA¥ vA 1 re en Templar , bare de kan ha samme opplAlring som vA¥r _(I 
woke up and my brother was dead. ItA's all I know. He must be a 
Templar, only they can have the same training as ours) ! a€" The 
Assassin tries to justify. 

- _En Templar, her? Ah, i kveld kan ikke vA 1 re silk en skuffelsen! 

Men du ... Hvis du kan ikke ta ham_ (A Templar, here? Ah, tonight 
might not be such a dissapointment ! But you... If you canA't take 
him) . . . a€" The man takes out a pistol from his holster and aims it 
to the Assassin. - _Du kan ikke kjempe sammen med meg _(You can't 
fight alongside me)_. a€" _He finishes, pulling the trigger. 

Before the Assassin knew, a bullet already had made a hole in his 
face and he fell to the ground. The man tosses the pistol aside and 
screams orders pointing his arms to several directions: 

-_Finn den jAlvelen. Jeg skal se ham slA^yd for dette_ (Find the 
bastard. lA'll see him gutted for this) ! 

Shay immediately considered him to be the captainA's headquarters so 
he jumped to a tree branch in front of him and moved as quietly as 
possible to get above and behind him. As he reaches the wished 
position he pulls the rope he bought at the shop and ties and small 
blade with it. He pushes the blade a bit to test how secure it is and 
finds it is well tied up. 

He places his new rope dart over his right shoulder and takes out his 
air rifle. He removes the sleep dart inside and replaces it with a 
firecracker dart, takes aim, targeting a rope supporting an elevating 
platform and fires the rifle. 

The dart flies above the Assassins' heads and hits the rope, cutting 
it and releasing the elevating platform, making it ascending at a 
dangerous speed and being launched in the sky, all the while igniting 
the f irecrackers . The actions were fuel enough for all Assassins to 
run straight to it, prepared to face the intruder. Only the captain 
remained still, imagining the intruder being crushed by the attack, 
rubbing his hands in excitement. Shay seizes the opportunity and, 
having stored back the air rifle, throws the rope darts with his aim 
locked in the captainA's neck. 

The dart pierces the captainA's neck all the way through, blade and 
handle sticking out. The captain shudders as his neck lets out blood 



in jets and gasps, hands grabbing the blade in incredulity, and tries 
to turn around. Shay doesnA't give him the chance to do it as he 
jumps back off the branch and allowing gravity to push in down and to 
pull the man up. The captain screams as he is pulled up and still 
struggles to set himself free. However, he dies a few moments 
afterwards, choking on his own blood and weight. 

Shay, landing squatting, looks up at the Assassins, still in search 
for his presence, oblivious to what just happen. Shay gives a loud 
whistle and that catches the Assassins' attention. They turn around 
and look at Shay and in turn to their former captain hanging in the 
branch. They share a look and drop their weapons in surrender, 
raising their hands in defeat. 

Shay lets out a sigh as he signals them to line up at the entrance. 
But no one moves. Shay tries again and gets the same results. 

-Why wonA't you move? a€" He mumbles. His answer comes in the form to 
a person falling on his back. 

- _Omkomme _ (Perish) . a€" The man on top of Shay says, activating a 
Hidden Blade with a sound Shay immediately recognized. 


3 . Chapter 3 
* * 1 1 1 * * 

In the middle of the small forming crowd. Gist sees the explosion and 
begins to suspect if it is or not Shay's doing. His suspicions are 
confirmed when he sees a huge pink and green cloud spread, covering a 
few kilometers before seemingly stopping itA's extension. Shay was 
the only one who could blow the reserves off without needing two 
explosions. Gist runs to the pub and slams the door open, as 
everybody stops singing, drinking and whatever other actions were to 
be completed, either to see what Gist wants or to expect to hear 
another explosion. 

-Lads! Your captain Shay is in trouble with the hooded bastards. Grab 
your weapons and your allegiance to the captain and follow me! a€" 
Gist shouts before closing the door. 

Gist runs to _The Morrigan_ to fetch weapons for the crew and to 
bring a special new item to test in combat. The crowd, in special the 
blond woman, watches him as if blaming him for the explosion. Who 
could censor them however? 

He heads to the main mast and uses his sword to separate a wooden 
plank from the mast. Inside the hidden space, with space enough to 
hide a 9-year old child, was a rifle that Gist had modified: Unlike 
the regular rifles, two flintlock pistols were hanging from holsters 
attached the rifle's sides, the blade of a pointy knife replaced with 
the blade of an axe in the horizontal and for the last part he 
installed a magnifying glass to the aim, to increase the chance of 
hitting the desired target in a specific place. The pistols were 
there for the reloading: Because it took 10 seconds, it would mean 
that while reloading heA'd be an easy target for close range attacks, 
so the pistols were there to defend himself while reloading. The axe 
blade was just to test if he could dispatch more enemies more 
effectively and faster. He intended to test it in another time but 



now the experimenting tests had to be postponed. Shay might be 
needing help as Gist acted. 


He grabs the rifle and goes to the weaponry room, in _The _Morrigan' s 
basement, picking up other rifles and sword sets. It was almost empty 
since most of the crew left with the weapons on their belts. Gist 
grabs everything his hand could hold, from swords to rifles and 
bullets and runs back to the docks. He sees that the crew members are 
waiting for orders, the only mass of simple dressed peoplein the blue 
colored crowd and as they see Gist leaving _The Morrigan _they rush 
to him. 

-Alright lads! I donA't know what happened but I do know that the 
captain is definitely behind this. We have to assist him in taking 
out the hooded bastards that this village takes in. Now, whoA's with 
me? 

-Aye! a€" Is the only heard answer of the crew. 

Gist hands the weapons to those who had none, takes the lead in front 
of his men and runs to the explosion site, twenty men following him 
to save the captain. As Gist keeps running, he notices the blonde 
woman besides him. 

-What are you doing? a€" He questions between his breathing and his 
paying attention to the road. 

-If that man is killed, my village is doomed. I cannot allow that, 
can I? Besidesa€l an army of twenty-one finishes the job easier than 
twenty. a€" She clarifies without turning her eyes from the 
neighborhood . 

Gist raises no objections. 

_**At the same timea€l**_ 

Shay hears the mechanism of the Hidden Blade being activated at his 
right side and feels the weight on top of him shifting to his left. 
Shay raises the right hand and puts it in the way of the Hidden 
Blade, stopping it from slashing his back and ending his life. How he 
knew the trajectory of the blade? Years using one gave him knowledge 
on how to end a life efficiently. The pain runs in ShayA's hand and 
he his jaw tenses up in reaction to it. The attacker puts force in 
his arm, still trying to hit Shay in the back, but is failing as Shay 
can match his strength. Shay rolls to the left, throwing the attacker 
off balance and a few centimeters away from him, the Hidden Blade 
leaving ShayA's hand in a movement that increased the pain. Shay gets 
up and moves away from the attacker, the Assassins behind him 
lowering their hands and drawing their swords. 

-_Nei, han er min _(No, he is mine) . a€" The attacker says getting up 
too . 

The Assassins follow the request and back away but without sheating 
their weapons. Shay looks from the attacker to the Assassins and then 
to the man hanging from the branch. He then understands. 

He killed the wrong person. 

Shay takes a bandage out and starts wrapping his hand. The cloth 



gains the red color and Shay takes multiple turns until the blood 
canA't leave more stains on it. Shay closes his fist a few times 
before trying to grab a pistol. At contact, the hand began to hurt 
and Shay was forced to conclude he couldnA't use his right hand 
correctly now, leaving him in a dire situation. The captain walks 
around Shay for a bit while the latter is focused on those 
actions . 

-So, you are the infamous Shay Patrick Cormac, _kaptein pA¥ _ (captain 
of) _The Morrigan_, the one who brought down the Colonial Assassins. 
My sources were right when they said you were a _vidunderbarn pA¥ 
jobben _ (prodigy on the job) . You headed immediately to the flag and 
cut it to taunt us, next you blow our poison reserves, decreasing the 
chances of dangerous attacks and then, with everyone _spent opp og 
nervA^s_ (tensed up and nervous), you cut the head from the body. 

Poor Gerard, the French-Norwegian mercenaryaC 1 - The captain says 
mockingly . 

Shay observes the captain when he finishes bandaging his hand: He 
looked like another of the stationed Assassins but while they carried 
a sword or axe, he had a rifle on his back, four pistols in four 
holsters in the belt and the left Hidden Blade had a distorted form. 
Broken, possibly. His yellow and green colors highlighted him in the 
night just like his sweaty face, blue eyes and a beard that made him 
similar to a savage. 

-You had him pose as you, didnA't you? I thought sacrificing comrades 
was the least the Assassins did. a€" Shay spit with disgust for the 
man. a€" And all the murder and robbery you control in the 
village? 

-Disobedient lambs are to be praised when acting correctly and 
punished when turning their backs on the Sheppard. a€" The captain 
smiles, the yellow teeth now visible. His hand slides to the swordA's 
handle. a€" You are currently the black sheep and lA'll have to gut 
you for being a pain in the ass. 

Shay takes his left hand to the dagger and takes it out, prepared for 
the incoming attacks. The left hand might not be his best hand, but 
he has to try. 

The attacker slowly takes out his sword, a big scimitar, and performs 
a few tricks with the weapon before getting into a fighting stance. 

He takes the first offensive by running and swinging upwards, 
followed by a left cross. Shay evades the swing but fails to evade 
the punch, making him violently turn around. ShayA's right leg tries 
to kick the adversaryA's stomach from his back, but his adversary is 
faster and steps aside to the right. Now he raises his blade in a 
decapitation move but Shay elbows him in the stomach with his right 
arm, forcing the captain to fold and Shay uppercuts him with the same 
hand. The captain stumbles backwards and nearly hits the ground. 
Recomposing himself he growls as he attacks once more, as he pushes 
his blade forward to ShayA's chest. Shay parries the blade with a 
quick move. Seeing an opening, he crouches and puts all his strength 
in his right fist, driving it to the right leg of the attacker. He 
falls on his knees with a grunt and Shay wastes no time in stabbing 
the right armA's elbow of the attacker, twisting the blade in the 
wounded area and breaking the arm. Now theyA're on the same 
levela€ 1 



The attacker screams in pain, dropping the scimitar of the broken 
arm, and shouting insults in Norwegian. Shay did not care about what 
they meant, only that on equal ground they could start fighting 
seriously. Shay walks forward, not bothered in fastening things up, 
and waits for the adversary to come at him. Shay feels something that 
was truly rare on his person: He had killed dozens of Templars and 
affiliated people, hundreds of Assassins and on one occasion a whole 
regiment of French soldiers in a Fort takeover. But only in rare 
occasions he felt this was actually his **duty**. This man embodied 
the opposite of the Assassins' beliefs, causing insecurity and danger 
for his own benefits and the men under his wing followed his example. 
If Achilles, Liam or AdewalA© saw such a scandal, theyA'd have two 
words or a few punches to throw at this. Shay thinks how this time 
the fight favors both Assassins and Templar alike. Well, we all cross 
a common bridge at some points of timea€l The sound of the scimitar 
being grabbed snaps Shay out of his mind and he dodges an easy slice. 
Another dirty attack failed. And again. And now a counterattack . Shay 
mentally ignores the pain coming from the right hand and grabs the 
attackerA's left hand, putting force in his grab and forcing him to 
let go of the weapon. Shay then drives his own dagger to the 
adversaryA's chest, piercing the heart of the man. 

The attackerA's eyes widen as the body accepts the daggerA's deadly 
blow and begins to cough blood. Shay lets him go and expects him to 
fall dead in the ground. But the captain prevents himself from doing 
that . 

-Templar _vaskebjA^rn _(raccoon) ! Who shall lead those villagers now? 
a€" He asks between coughs. His legs shake uncontrollably. 

-Someone far better you, I hope. I wonder who gave you the position 
of captain. He must have been an idiot. a€" Shay insults, his anger 
growing after the captainA's words reach his ears. 

-What can a foreigner understand about matters like ours? You bring 
nothing but misery in your tracks. Tell me: what fits the description 
of the leader? a€" He laughs hysterically. 

At this point, Shay canA't clear his head off the disgust and rage he 
is accumulating in his heart. With his good hand, he holds the 
captain by the throat and makes pressure on the throat. 

-I know a leader should be kind-hearted and helpful towards the 
people he commands, not some man who threatens people for protection 
and makes his point by ending their lives! I know he has good sense 
in what come at teaching the correct ideals and you completely 
disregard them! a€" Shay breathes slowly for a while, regaining his 
composure. a€" If a leader is a model to be followed, how do you 
think order is to be achieved from the likes of you? 

-Noble words froa€lm a _drittsekk _(son of a bitch) . a€" The captain 
mumbles. a€" How would you lead thisa€l peopa€ 1 le then? a€" In a 
second the captainA's eyes lose their light as he exhales his last 
breath . 

Shay lets go of the man, who falls on his back in a pose resembling a 
star, the dagger still in his chest. 

-Probably lA'd dispose of wastes like you. a€" He grunts as he 
retrieves the dagger and cleans it in his uniform. 



Now for the other Assassins. Expressions of surprise, fear or hopeful 
of taking leadership ran across their hooded faces. Question was, are 
they foolish enough to charge at Shay? One is. He runs towards the 
latter. Hidden Blades out, prepared to face Shay. However before 
being two steps away from Shay, a rifle firing is heard and the 
Assassin falls in the ground dead. 

_**1 minute agoa€l**_ 

Gist had been there five minutes ago, laying on his belly, atop of 
the roof behind the Assassin bystanders. Long enough to listen to the 
conversation between Shay and the captain. The crew is hidden in 
several points, five on the roofs around the Assassins with their 
rifles ready, the other fifteen on lower levels, hidden in bushes and 
behind corners. The blonde woman stayed with Gist, axe in her right 
hand and one of GistA's pistols in hand just in case. She stares at 
Shay, evaluating his behavior and gestures and personality. 


-I know a leader should be kind-hearted and helpful towards the 
people he commands, not some man who threatens people for protection 
and make his points by ending their lives! 0 know he has good sense 
in what comes at teaching the correct ideals and you completely 
disregard them! a€" Shay takes a break to breath. 


- So what do you make out of Shay? 

- He has notions of being a leader 
being helpful to others. But other 
man. a€" She says, a bit irritated 

- Then you fail to see it all. a€" 
running steps is audible. 


a€" Gist asked. 

I see. He must really care about 
than that, heA's just a regular 
Gist interrupted her analysis. 

Gist says before the sound of 


An Assassin was running to Shay, the Hidden Blades out, aiming to 
take down Shay. Gist takes aim with his new rifle and uses the 
magnifying glass to aim at the AssassinA's head. Pulling the trigger, 
he finds that the bullet hit the Assassin in the wished point, making 
him fall in the ground. The Assassins looks around and up to locate 
the shooter and find themselves surrounded by armed men, some coming 
out of the bushes others aiming their rifles at them form the roofs. 
Gist stands up and waves his hand at a stunned Shay, who imitates the 
gesture. The woman stands up too, but begins descending the roof 
first. Her presence is a surprise to Shay. Gist appeared shortly 
after . 


-Well Shay, you made a hell of a job at taking them down. Especially 
that bastard. a€" Gist gestures to the dead captain. 

Shay looks at the captain again, the disgusting feeling 
returning . 

-I knew the Assassin could have troubles among the officials but he 
was probably the worst lA've faced so far. a€" He replies to 
Gist . 


-If he becomes a burden down in Hell, then the Devil will have his 
hands filled, donA't worry. Now you musta€ 1 


-Mister Cormac? 



Shay turns his attention to the woman at their side. 


-If lA'm not bothering you, can I discuss some things with you? a€" 
She asks, hands crossed behind her back. 

Shay looks from her to Gist, who signals Shay to listen to her, and 
back to her again. 

-So, what do you wish to discuss with me, Missa€l? 

-Hofferson. Astrid Hofferson. a€" The woman answered. 

_**Later, at The MorriganA's captainA's cabina€l**_ 

-a€ 1 that is pretty much it. a€" Astrid concludes. 

After rounding all Assassins up, Shay, Gist, Astrid and the crew 
drove them to the docks and allowed them to leave on their brig, 
unarmed and with zero resources. With the Assassin presence 
extinguished from the village, everyone could pretty much go to bed 
without waking up the next day afraid of being murdered or robbed. 

The entire village thanked _The Morrigan_A's members and Astrid for 
the help, some crying out of happiness others with simple happy 
faces. _The Morrigan_A's crew wished to leave the village but Shay 
and Gist just had to sort out one final problem: AstridA's 
request . 

From what she had told, Shay knew that AstridA's people were dealing 
with an Apple of Eden that included a First Civilization message from 
a woman. Shay had heard a lot about them while his allegiance was 
still on the AssassinA's side, from Liam and Achilles' mouth to be 
exact. How a civilization far more technologically advanced than the 
current one habituated the Earth before them and was eradicated when 
a disaster occurred. Shay had found the stories no more than fairy 
tales, even Liam had thought so once. That is until, according to the 
same, a Templar tried to use an Apple of Eden to force submission on 
an Emir to his cause. Liam, allied with the help of Le Chevalier, 
recovered the artifact and ended the TemplarA's life, but not before 
the Templar demonstrated the AppleA's power. 

"_Made me relive some nasty moments of my life, the bastard. lA'll 
never forget that day._", Liam told Shay while sailing down River 
Valley to meet Achilles in Halifax. 

If Shay believed in Liam back then, then heA'd trust AstridA's story. 
He leaned back in his chair, meditating on the subject while Gist, 
occupied managing the money resources, was at the same time engaging 
a conversation with Astrid about her skills in combat and 
exploration. Already proposing her to the Order was a thing out of 
Gist, he believed in the abilities of the people around him. 

Shay knows that he had been assigned a mission not matter how silly 
it seemed and he had to complete without distractions. But now this 
woman comes around with a First Civilization problem, a thing more 
REAL than the mission itself. Shay does not want to stay too much 
time in those cold seas since they barely have resources for big 
detours but if he does nothing about the artifact, the village will 
suffer and the artifact wonA't be heard of for god knows how long. 

And Shay himself canA't think about not helping people. They likely 



donA't know what theyA're dealing with. So Shay makes a 
decision : 

-Miss Hofferson? 

Astrid turns her attention to him and Gist looks at him too. 

-Gist and I before coming here were supposed to fulfill a request 
given out by a common associate, and that led us to these cold 
waters. And the policy we live by is that we never stop to do 
anything else until a request completed. a€" AstridA's began to get 
darker by the probability of the help being refused. a€" However, 
what you have told me and my friend proves more important than the 
request, and who knows if the situation can get worst. a€" Shay 
extends a hand to Astrid. a€" We will need indications on how to get 
to the village. 

AstridA's face went from somber to delight as she shakes ShayA's 
hand. She then walks to the side and punches him hard on the left 
arm. Shay grunts in pain and massages his arm. 

-What the hell was that for? a€" He asks in pain. 

-ThatA's for making me worried. a€" Astrid says. Before Shay can 
reply, Astrid grabs his right and injured hand and drops a liquid 
from a flask she had in her hand. The pain the hand was suffering was 
gone. a€" ThatA's me saying lA'm sorry. 

Shay makes a confused look, eyes widen in surprise and dropped jaw, 
unable to know how to react to that gesture. Gist, on the other hand, 
burst into laughter so much that he falls on the floor, his hands 
around his stomach and trying to breath. Astrid is looking from one 
to another, her expression asking "What did I do?" and has her arms 
crossed waiting for an answer. This made Shay laugh too, his mind 
reminding him of the same pose Hope used to do when she could not 
understand the joke. 

Ah, Hopea€ 1 For the first time in many years, Shay was laughing with 
joy. 


_**The next morninga€ 1 * *_ 

-Why arenA't you accompanying us? a€" Gist asked Astrid by the board 
uniting _The Morrigan _to the docks. Astrid stops her running to turn 
to Gist. 

-I still have some things to take care of, but the maps will guide 
you the island. a€" She replies to him, waving goodbye. a€" Good 
luck ! 

Shay, who had just come out of his cabin, watched as he became a blur 
in his vision. With AstridA's maps on a hand and the spyglass in the 
other hand, Shay heads to the wheel and shouts the orders necessary 
to leave the place: 

-Raise the anchor and get the main sails! We have a long journey to 
make, so hurry. 

-LetA's catch the wind while it still blows lads! a€" Gist shouts 
too, reinforcing the captainA's orders. He turns to Shay and the maps 



in front of him. After studying the maps, he asks. a€" So, captain 
where to? 


-Miss Hofferson said to head 80A° North and 10A° East. From there we 
wait for a signal of her presence and sheA'll lead us to the 
village . 

-Alright captain. - Gist says, satisfied with the answer. 

_The Morrigan_ bounces up and down through the waves as she leaves 
the village, leaving a trail of sea foam behind it, a new destination 
leading her. 


4 . Chapter 4 

-k k ^ 

_**7 days later, at the 2** **nd** ** of Novembera€ 1 * *_ 

-Any sign of her yet? 

-No, sir. Just snow and icebergs! 

Shay grunts as he welcomes the answer from his lookout. Astrid 
promised sheA'd be on the position she had marked on the map after 
theyA'd light a bonfire to signal their location. The bonfire was up 
for 2 hours before the flames died and still no sign of her. Most of 
the crew, trying to avoid the cold, is in their quarters, only the 
lookout, Shay and Gist stayed on the deck. Shay was starting to lose 
his patience because of the waiting and the cold. Gist keeps the 
bonfires protected from the cold winds unsuccessfully and the lookout 
is as high as he can on the main mast, attempting to locate a glimpse 
of a ship or schooner. 

-Captain, lA'm beginning to have second thoughts about this travel. 
a€" Gist says while throwing some wood to a bonfire. 

- Same here. Gist. a€" Shay agrees. a€" She might have really been 
working with the Assassins and got us here for an attack. 

- If that is the case then we should sail out of here. WeA're sitting 
ducks in here. a€" Gist suggests. 

- Hang on sirs! I see something in the distance! a€" The lookout 
shouts from the top of the main mast, pointing to the horizon. 

Shay and Gist head to the direction the lookout gave and indeed see 
something. A green-like sea creature is slowly making itA's way to 
_The Morrigan,_ a creature as big as a blue whale that leaves a trail 
of sea foam as fast as the eye can see. ItA's going at a great speed 
and shows no intention of slowing down, feels like _The Morrigan _is 
itA's target. That impression does not run from the two menA's 
heads . 

-We need to get out of that thing's way! FAST! a€" Shay exclaims, 
running to the wheel. 

Gist opens the hatch leading to the inside of the ship and screams 
urgently for everyone to "get their asses up to the deck if they wish 



to return home" and heads to the mechanism that lowers and raises the 
anchor and tries his best to get a head start. The crew members, one 
by one, get to the deck and look anxiously from the first mate to the 
captain. Shay simply shouts: 

-Help Gist! FAST! Loose all the sails! Hurry! 

Fortunately the crew doesn't questions the reasons of the orders and 
as fast as a lightning bolt they return to their posts. The sails are 
set to catch the strong stormy wind and the anchor emerges from the 
water like a ghost mere moments before the creature hits _The 
Morrigan_ and so Shay quickly turns the wheel all the way to the 
right. _The Morrigan_ turns to the other side as fast as she can but 
ItA's not close enough to avoid damage. The creature, whatever it 
was, is faster than the acts of _The Morrigan_A's crew and hits the 
front of her, making every man lose their balance and fall hard on 
the floor, some including Gist falling to the cold waters. Shay falls 
and rolls to the right, hitting the section where a Puckle Gun is 
armed. _The Morrigan_ stops turning around and slowly steadies itself 
while balancing on the sea. Shay struggles to get up, hands searching 
for support, but can only place himself on his knees, pain running 
all over his body and more intensively on the bandaged right hand. 
Shay breathes deeply a couple of times before getting up, a bit later 
than his crew. 

-Gist? a€" He calls. 

-Captain, men overboard! a€" Several crew members scream. 

Shay looks to the water and sees Gist, along with a moderated number 
of men, reaching for a piece of floating ice. Some members, 
unfortunately, remained motionless in the sea, their lives taken away 
by the creature when it hit _The Morrigan_. 

-Get ropes and pull that ice to our side. WeA'll bring them back. a€" 
Shay orders as he runs to the oil barrels section and cuts some 
ropes, long enough to reach his men. 

The crew searches for ropes as well, finding them without difficulty 
thank god, and tie the ropes to each other, creating the rope large 
enough to reach the others. The rope is thrown and hits the floating 
ice, immediately grabbed by Gist and other men. The ice is pulled 
with a huge amount of force, ItA's weight forcing them to pull 
harder, and all the men reach _The Morrigan_. Climbing the ship, they 
get aboard, dripping water and shaking the cool temperatures off 
their bodies. They are brought to the inside of the ship and using 
some hot water the crew had prepared before this accident, they begin 
to warm them. Shay gives a blanket to Gist and sits beside him. 

- You feeling alright? a€" He asks. 

- Considering that I just dived into cold icy waters because some 
creature rammed us hard, I think lA'm better than fine. a€" Gist says 
sarcast ically . a€" But lA'll survive, worry not. 

- What could that have been? a€" Shay asks at the same time Gist 
sneezes . 

- I have no idea, Shay. But I do know this: _The Morrigan _will need 
repairs. And not just minor ones. a€" Gist answers after cleaning his 



nose and drinking some of the hot water. 


- What do you mean? a€" Shay stops meditating about the problem and 
stares at Gist with confusion. 

- While I was on the waters I was able to catch a glimpse of the 
damage the thing caused to _The Morrigan_. The ram was ripped apart, 
there is only a small portion of it left, not enough to gives us 
opportunity to us it in a battle. Also the wolf figurehead you had 
Mr. Jackson carved at the harbor port of New York is disappeared. For 
the last but most important, a front cannon is gone and the other 
wasa€ 1 how do I say this?... the barrel is fully. a€" Explains Gist 
with a worried face. 

Shay blinks a few times, absorbing the information of the state his 
ship is, and runs to the deck to check the damage himself. Gist 
watches him leave and goes over to the other crew members to check on 
them. It is right when he is in mid-question that he hears a loud 
scream of anger and frustration. Apprehensive from the recent attack, 
the crew leaves the deck with muskets and pistols in the hands to 
face the creature. Gist doesnA't leave his place since he already 
knows what caused the scream. Shay had seen the damage to _The 
Morrigan_ and is currently having an anger breakdown. 

The crew goes to the deck and finds only an angry Shay kicking 
buckets and pieces of wood, cursing the creature with expressions 
that would leave an elder lady to shock. Shay notes that his crew is 
looking at him with shocked expressions and tries to calm down. When 
he looks at them, the crew sees the scarlet tons of rage in ShayA's 
face, turning Shay in a man whoA's temper can explode like a bullA's 
and kill them all. 

A splash is then heard. Everyone looks to the left and see a green 
creature, no doubt the same creature of the incident, jump out of the 
water and performing a backflip before reentering the water with 
another big splash. The creature is green, has the same height as a 
blue whale indeed, but is not a whale. The tail is not the usual 
whale tail but yes a fishA's tail, the creature has paws, ItA's long 
and thin neck bigger than a giraffeA's and the head was composed of 
yellow eyes with pupils, a curving nasal horn and the bottom jaw is 
bulged out. But the most incredible thing about it is what it has 
wings ! 

The crew members exchange words of how amazing and abnormal the 
creature is to each other before they remember that the captain is 
with them. Steps are heard as Gist comes to the deck to see the 
reason of all the ruckus and looks at Shay, whose back is turned to 
everyone . 

-Captain, what should we do? a€" Gist asks, breaking the silence and 
tension . 

- Simple. a€" Shay turns to everyone with a grin. a€" We ready the 
whaleboat . 

_**5 minutes ago, 300 meters above The Morrigan**_ 

-Oh gods, lA'm so screwed! a€" Astrid mutters. 

Astrid had been tracking down _The Morrigan _for the last hours, but 



with no luck at that. After _The Morrigan _left the port, she went to 
a set of caves where she had hidden her dragon, Stormfly, and set out 
to the Itchy Armpit Island to meet a friend for help. But to make 
matters worse, her partner on the search IsnA't being helpful al 
all : 

-I doubt he actually beat a whole force of trained soldiers. I could 
have done that in five minutes! Just you wait. a€" Yells Snoutlout on 
top of his Monstrous Nightmare, Hookfang. 

-I saw it! He is the solution for our problems, I bet OdinA's life on 
that! a€" Astrid yells back, giving his partner a look of 
determination . 

-Sure. Hah! Oh, by the way, HiccupA's gone crazy again. a€" Snoutlout 
informs . 

AstridA's eyes widen as she receives the information. Before her 

departure from Berk, Hiccup began to have some weird attacks of rage: 

HeA'd run from one point to another, saying something in another 

language, and wake up after a while with no memory of what happened. 

Those attacks placed worry in the hearts of everyone, but no one else 
was as affected as his mother, Valka, and Astrid, hence the decision 
of leaving as fast as she could. She left at night, with all the 
villagers asleep, but not before being caught by Snoutlout. Striking 
a deal with the latter, heA'd tell everyone Astrid was travelling to 
one of HiccupA's newly discovered islands while she was away looking 
for Shay. Now that she thought about it, she had been gone for too 
long now, people were starting to get worried about her now, looking 
for her and finding out she had disappeared. 

-How is he doing? a€" She asks in concern. 

-Went back to normal faster than the last thirteen times. But the 
crises are getting more violent. Fishlegs tried to restrain him last 
time and ended up with his nose broken. a€" Snoutlout says chuckling 
as a response. 

-DonA't worry. Things will be corrected. a€" Astrid assured with her 
thumb up . 

Snoutlout seemed to be in a better mood after hearing that. Stormfly 
makes a sound that ends their conversation and makes Astrid turn to 
her dragon. 

-What is it, girl? 

Stormfly tilts her head to their right and Astrid spots _The 
Morrigan_. She begins a small descent followed by Snoutlout. 

Remaining hidden in the clouds, they spy the actions of the crew as 
they watch a Scauldron dive into the waters. Then both the young 
flying adults hear a phrase: 

-Simple. a€" Says Shay turning to face his crew. a€" We ready the 
whaleboat . 

Astrid blinks her eyes in surprise and Snoutlout makes a low 
whistle . 

-HeA's insane! I like him already! a€" He says. 



_**Moments latera€l**_ 

The whaleboat is dropped in the sea, with three members of the crew 
with harpoons on their hands and spyglasses and Shay in the front, 
wearing his personal whale hunting outfit for this kind of 
situation . 

-I donA't think itA's wise to face that thing. Captain. a€" Gist says 
aboard _The Morrigan_. 

-Thanks for trying to back me out of this Gist, but that thing 
destroyed the front of my ship, and for that I will have itA's head. 
a€" Shay says shaking his head. a€" Now letA's row! 

The whaleboat moves at the pace of a jogging session in the morning 
until they reach a zone that has no bodies or wood remains, clear to 
take on the beast. 

-Eyes open. Harry, take watch on the back of the boat so we have no 
surprises. a€" Shay points to a man in his thirties who responds with 
an "Aye, sir" and takes his position. - Mr. Baltimore, you watch the 
right side, concentrate on those icebergs, too close to us to cause 
trouble. a€" The man in his fourties, in charge of the oil barrels in 
_The Morrigan_ nods in agreement and takes his position as well. a€" 
Now you, John, be the lookout on the left and provide me with the 
harpoons. a€" Shay tells the younger of the three men who also nods, 
a harpoon in his hand ready for delivery. 

Shay takes a harpoon and searches the waters for the creature. 

Nowhere to be seen he turns to his men, who all seem to be with the 
same results. Shay investigates the waters better, occasionally 
watching movements that turned out to be simple fishes. Things were 
tensing up as the creature showed no signs of presence and Shay 
begins to think it retreated somewhere. Shay opens his mouth to order 
the return but stops when he sees a green texture on the water. 
Bending on a knee, Shay looks closer and sees a distinct form of a 
big neck in the surface. Raising the arm with the harpoon, Shay 

follows the creatureA's movement, playing the typical game of 
guessing itA's next move. When Shay discovers the correct moment to 
throw the harpoon, he takes aim and with all his strength he throws 
the harpoon. 

The harpoon flies past ice and fish and lands on the target, hitting 
the inferior left leg. The creature swims to get away from his 
hunters but the rope attached to the harpoon drags the boat behind 
it. John delivers another harpoon to Shay, without rope this time, 
and Shay takes aim once again and throws the harpoon, hitting the 
creature in the back and causing it to shake at the pain. And again 

Shay throws the harpoon, missing this time. As the sea is turning red 

with the blood of the creature, Shay understands that the creature is 
losing the battle as the trail of blood spilled on the water gets 
bigger. Shay smiles at this. The creature doomed itself when it 
crashed on _The Morrigan._ 

The creature leads them to the field of small ice structures, 
intending to lose them. 

-Brace yourselves! a€" Shay screams, bracing himself. 



The ice crashes and cracks as the boat is thrown to their direction 
but the boat resists to them and remains on his course. Shay grabs 
another harpoon and prepares to throw it but the boat stops abruptly 
as the rope finally breaks and the creature goes underwater. 

-Damn! a€" Curses Harry. a€" Where did it go? 

-WeA'll find it. a€" Shay assures. 

Again searching for the creature, the members take a glimpse at _The 
Morrigan_. The members are cheering them and even Gist is shooting 
his pistols to the sky in celebration. The excitement is general. And 
then the creature rises from the water inches away from Shay, the 
bottom jaw bigger than before, itA's eyes darting the occupants of 
the boat with an angrier look than Shay when he saw the damage of 
_The Morrigan_. It throws itA's head back, prepared to spit out 
whatever it has inside his mouth. Faster than anyone else, Mr. 
Baltimore grabs Shay and throws his overboard, thus evading Shay of 
what is coming. The creature throws his head to the front and spits 
out boiled water, hitting the other three men that scream in pain and 
fall. Shay watches in horror his men die from the effects of the 
boiled water and how the creature notices him in the sea. One final 
target left, the creature opens itA's mouth to swallow Shay in a 
single movement and dives towards Shay. But a fireball hits it in the 
neck . 

The creature forgets about ShayA's presence and turns to face two 
young adults flying in their dragons. The Nadder shoots fireballs and 
also spikes from itA's tail and the Monstrous Nightmare shoots a 
continuous barrage of flame jets at the Scauldron. The Scauldron 
tries to fight back but with no water in itA's mouth, thereA's little 
to be done. The Scauldron retreats, diving underwater and disappears 
in the depths of the Arctic sea. Shay looks with incredulity to the 
spot where the creature dived and then to the riders, namely 
Astrid . 

-So Mr. Cormaca€ 1 Hello again! a€" Astrid says with a nervous 
smile . 

_**At Nighta€l**_ 

Shay canA't believe his eyes. Stationed in the masts were two ACTUAL 
dragons, one of them equal to the one Sawyer brought to New York. The 
crew was nervous about the creatures being that close to the sails so 
they kept watch on them. So far, the blue and yellow spiked dragon 
had showed signs of not meaning any harm, allowing itselfa€l 
herself?... no, itself to be approached by the crew, by AstridA's 
request. The other one however was giving more trouble, biting any 
man too close to itself (not even his own rider could get close to 
him) . Shay takes one last look at the two creatures before closing 
the doors and turning around to the five occupants: Astrid, the man 
named Snoutlout, Gist, Mr. Baltimore, who had survived death by a 
hairA's breadth but still badly burned and Jason Horngold, a crew 
member who understood medicine to treat him. Shay allowed them to use 
his cabin to treat the injured man while he would talk to Astrid, 
Snoutlout and Gist. 

-So youA're this Shey Potrack Cormac? a€" Asks Snoutlout with his 
arms crossed and a look of superiority. 



-Shay Patrick Cormac, for your information. a€" Corrects Shay. a€" So 
how do you explain the dragons outside? 

- Long ago, even prior to our births, our ancestors used to fight 
dragons like them. It was always the same routine until my boyfriend 
five years ago shot down a Night Fury, one of the fastest dragons 
known in history. a€" Astrid begins to tell. Gist whistles when he 
hears the Night FuryA's description. a€" They kept the friendship a 
secret. While Hiccup would learn things about the dragons, heA'd use 
them on a dragon training school we used to have. That made him 
really famous on the village and I found out the friendshaC 1 

- Yeah, because Hiccup was starting to beat Astrid here at dominating 
dragons. a€" Snoutlouts interrupts with a laugh. He is quickly 
silenced by a punch from a blushed Astrid. 

-Like I was saying, I found out one day how Hiccup was managing to 
become that good. I ran to warn the village of HiccupA's doings but 
they snatched me from the air and took me to a flight. At the flight 
we discovered why the dragons attacked our village. They were giving 
the food to a higher figure in their hierarchy, a Red Death. On the 
next day. Hiccup was supposed to fight a Monstrous Nightmare, 
SnoutloutA's dragon actually, and he took the chance to show how to 
tame dragons without bloodshed. But Hookfang lost control and 
attacked Hiccup. When he was about to finish Hiccup, Toothless came 
to rescue, who heard his screams from afar. Unfortunately, the other 
villagers encaged Toothless and sailed to destroy the dragonA's nest. 
Hiccup to stop them from running into their doom taught me, Snoutlout 
and three other people how to ride the dragons. So we flew to the 
nest and found that the Red Death had begun an attack on the 
villagers. Hiccup and Toothless, who was freed by HiccupA's father, 
fought and defeated the dragon but Hiccup lost his left leg on the 
battle. He united us with the dragons and was considered a hero to 
all . 

Astrid finishes her story and savours the reactions of the two men. 
Shay had a serious face and could be told he heard the story but was 
still digesting the information; Gist on the other hand was amazed at 
the story. 

-Truly a beyond thought story. But tell me, when you spoke to me when 
trying to find Shay you mentioned a "tyranny problem" . Would you 
enlighten up about it? a€" He asks. 

AstridA's expression takes on a sadder and more somber look. Whatever 
it is that will come out of her mouth will be of no minor 
magnitude . 

-Recently, when Hiccup was travelling around our archipelago to 
discover islands unknown to most of us, he came across a sanctuary 
filled with dragons and their two protectors: One was a gigantic 
white dragon named Bewilderbeast ; The other one was HiccupA's long 
lost mother, Valka. a€" She began to tell. 

ShayA's mouth produces a small and undetectable smile when he hears 
of a long lost mother. Shay never got to know his mother since she 
died giving birth to him and was raised by his father, who was a 
sailor. When Shay learned from his father the circumstances of why 
his didnA't see his mother, he felt guilty of his motherA's death and 
sort of slipped into a unhappy and dark mood for a couple of weeks. 



That is, until he met Liam and those worries evaporated as fast as 
they came. After all, Liam was what completed ShayA's family in his 
opinion: a brother that filled the empty place in his 
heart . 

Liama€ 1 

-a€ 1 and then I said that Hiccup would stop him. That made him 
furious and so he launched an assault on the Dragon Sanctuary. Using 
his own Bewilderbeast , he battled our forces and won because his 
dragon killed the former Alpha. Drago then commanded Toothless, under 
the control of the Alpha, to kill Hiccup. a€" At this point AstridA's 
voice grows into a whisperer and tears roll down to her cheeks. a€" 
Buta€ 1 buta€ 1 his father took the blast for him and died there 
instantaneously . 

Astrid breaks down and begins to sob in front of the men. Shay looks 
at her, knowing she blamed herself for the death of her boyfriendA's 
father, not blaming her for that too. Gist puts his hands in his 
pockets, removes from his left pocket a handkerchief and hands it 
over to Astrid, who accepts it without a word. Snoutlout visibly 
tries to find the words to comfort her but fails and gives up. Jason 
Horngold had also ceased treating Mr. Baltimore to hear the story and 
was horrified at what he heard. 

-S-sorrya€ 1 - Astrid sobs, recomposing herself, yet still crying. 

- It wasnA't your fault. a€" Gist says. a€" This Drago fellow would 
have found your village anyway sooner or later. And like you said 
before, you overcame him and he is defeated now. 

- Yes, but at the cost of StoickA's life. If I hadnA't been 
foolisha€l - Astrid cries again. 

Snoutlout places a hand on her shoulders and says: 

-Stop whining now! ThatA's not part of being a Viking now, is it? I 
doubt Hiccup or anyone else wished to see you like that if they were 
here, would they? 

Astrid looks at him and realizes that he is right. She must remain 
strong to endure what could be coming. Forcing the tears to stop, she 
rubs her hands to remove the tears from her eyes and stares at Shay, 
who is still making no expressions. 

- When we all thought no more problems could surprise us, that golden 
ball showed up and now weA're now in big trouble. We must set out 
immediately. a€" She says getting up from her chair. 

- Now thatA's the spirit. Mount your dragons and lead the way to your 
village. WeA'll follow behind. a€" Shay instructs with a smile. 

- Hear Mr. Potrick, Astrid! LetA's go! a€" Snoutlout says. 

- Patrick, young man. Patrick! a€" Shay corrects rolling his eyes 
up . 

Astrid jumps over the table and exits the cabin, calling her dragon. 
Snoutlout walks over to the door but stops and turns to 
Shay . 



-Between you and me, I could have done what you did. Even better, I 
can take you down before you get a chance to see what I did! 


Shay laughs and faces Snoutlout: 

-I got better things to do besides buying beer to send my apologies 
for knocking my opponents out. But hey, when we get to your village, 
lA'll challenge you do to do that. 

-Sure. YouA're going down, Shiy Patrick Carmac ! a€" He says with his 
thumb raised. 

-Shay Patrick Cormac, for crying out loud, you dwarf! a€" Shay 
exclaims, facepalming himself. 

- Right, whatever. a€" Snoutlout waves off ShayA's exclamation. Shay, 
before losing sight of Snoutlout, hears him mutter: - Cabbage 
farmer . 

Shay sighs again in exasperation and decides to check on Mr. 
Baltimore, but not before asking Gist to take over the wheel and 
follow the two dragons. 

-You do know itA's night, right? a€" The latter asks. 

-Have them using lanterns then. a€" Shay says. 

Gist walks out of the cabin and Shay checks on Mr. Baltimore. Jason, 
who is now storing his used instruments inside a bag, reports that 
Mr. Baltimore will make it, although he wonA't be able to work for 
the next weeks, reducing the crew members' from twenty to nineteen. 
Mr. Baltimore tries to complain about the diagnostic but to no avail. 
Shay grabs the older manA's legs and Jason, with the bag over his 
shoulders, grabs his hands and both drag Mr. Baltimore to the crewA's 
quarters. There he will remain until they reach the village where 
hopefully an existent doctor will help him recover. For now, sailing 
through the night . 

_**The next morningaC 1 * *_ 

-Land ho ! 

The desired alert comes with the sun indicating the morning is midway 
to finish. Shay uses a lift to reach his new lookoutA's position (the 
other one broke his arm when the Scauldron attacked) and takes a look 
at the rocky island in front of _The Morrigan_. A small village is 
seen at the distance, a rural village at that, in a way similar to 
the Norwegian village form before. But there were several 
particularities; the most important one was the dragons flying 
around . 

Astrid and Snoutlout were flying in their dragons about 5 meters from 
_The Morrigan_, the lanterns that the dragons carried in their 
inferior paws were giving unnecessary light, and looking like they 
had been away from home because of a war. Astrid turns her head to 
Shay to signal them to the docks. The sign received, Shay and the 
lookout go down and Shay prepares for the docking maneuvers. 

-Bring us down to half-sail! Careful with the wind blowing! Prepare 



to drop anchor! 

Gist follows the riders to the left into the docks. With the ram 
destroyed, _The Morrigan_A's big occupying spacewas reduced and so 
they could dock without any problems . A crew that carried a board in 
his arms, drops it and connects _The Morrigan _to the dock, allowing 
everyone to leave the ship and move to land. Not too far away, with 
the permission of Shay, Astrid and Snoutlout land and tell their 
dragons that they can remain on _The Morrigan_A's masts until told 
otherwise (Gist was pretty sure Hookfang ignored that last 
bit) . 

-They wonA't burn the sails or build nests in there, will they? a€" 
Asks Shay worriedly. 

- Nah, they have their own places for that. Hey, everyoneA's here! 
a€" Snoutlout reassures, pointing at a crowd of people going to the 
docks . 

Probably the whole village went to see the newcomers. Some recognized 
Astrid and SNoutlout and joined them in a reunion, asking where 
Astrid had been and SNoutlout telling his own version of the recent 
events. Others approached _The Morrigan_A's crew, divided in fearing 
them for the weapons they have in their belts and back, and in 
curiosity for their origins. A woman, dressed in red sleeve tunic 
with armor on her chest and with her auburn hair kept in three 
braids, walks to them and introduces herself: 

-Good morning. My name is Valka and you area€ 1 ? 

- This is my first mate, Christopher Gist, behind me is my crew and 
lA'm Shay Patrick Cormac, captain of _The Morrigan _over there. a€" 
Shay introduces. 

- Well, Mr. Cormac, welcome to Berk, a place in the middle of 
nowhere. Have the dragons scared you? a€" She asks with a welcoming 
smile . 

- Just astonished us, nothing serious. a€" Shay answers remembering 
his first encounter with a dragon the day before. 

- Is that you, lad? 

The question came from a small and older Viking, with hair and 
mustache in braids, an artificial stone tooth, eyebrows together and 
a helmet with long bone horns. Making his way from the crowd he looks 
at Gist, who returns an impressed look. Both laugh out of happiness 
and shake each othersA' hands. Gist turns to Shay: 

-Remember the man I told you about before we arrived at _**"Heldig 
Reisende"**_? This is the same man. Cobber the Belch! 


5. Chapter 5 Ptl 

_**Before you begin to read, I wish to apologize for the delay. 
However, problems sorted out, I present to you the first part of my 
Chapter V . * *_ 


**V (Part I)** 



a€l_the boy has so much potentiala€l Yet so little discipline. _ 

_You will die as a traitor!_ 

_Achilles will see you dead! You wa€l_ 
a€l_still convinced the Templars are ra€l_ 
a€l_I hope that world is a good one._ 

ShayA's eyes open up and he jerks up, gasping loudly as he wakes up 
with another dream ringing in his head. Another dream full of guilt 
and sadness. He grunts in pain when he feels the pain from his bruise 
on the right leg. The darn apple gave more trouble than expected. 

He gets out of his bed in the captainA's cabin, careful not to 
trigger more pain reactions from his leg, and walks slowly to the 
table, this time without the maps and instead three cups. A cup 
filled with water is still there, when he had discussed with Valka 
and the villageA's healer Mr. BaltimoreA's condition. Shay drinks the 
water inside the cup to satisfy the thirst that was bothering him. 
Shay breathes deeply for a while and throws a glance to his wardrobe. 
Inside a small golden light shines, a light Shay knows from where it 
came from and that will blind him if he opens the wardrobe. A few 
more moments and Shay moves his eyes away from the wardrobe. 

- Sir, are you doing well? 

GistA's voice came from near the door. Standing outside of his 
quarters, his face visible by the glass, he tried to get a clear look 
of inside the cabin. Shay heads to the door and opens it. 

-Gist? Yes lA'm fine it was justa€ 1 - Shay explains. 

-A moment of guiltiness in your blessed sleep? a€" GistA's voice 
suggested a joke in his worried expression. 

-Call it that and lA'll call it "bloody curse". a€" Shay says in an 
attempt to contribute to the change of the tense ambient. 

Silence falls between them. Shay looks up to find that, unlike the 
afternoon, the number of dragons doing nothing special in the masts 
had decreased from a dozen to one. But curiously enough, the dragon 
that remained there were AstridA's Nadder. 

-Soa€ 1 Have you made friendship with one of them? a€" Shay 
asks . 

-Yes actually. Meeta€ 1 - He moves a hand to his hat and takes it out, 
evealing not just his long brown hair but also a little dragon 
sleeping . 

-They call these devils "Terrible Terrors". To me he's just "Monro" 
in honor of Colonel Monro. You wouldnA't believe how much this fellow 
is of a sniper. What about you? a€" Gist passes a hand over his 
sleeping pet. In response he yawns, releasing a few flames before 
returning to sleep. 

-I donA't have time to befriend these creatures. The apple is secure 



but after todayA's adventures, lA'm not so sure I get to enjoy a good 
rest. a€" Shay replies, cracking a grin. 


-Sure. Now look Shay, what was this dream about? a€" Gist becomes 
serious . 

-Another round of memories overlapping each other to torment me? But 
after the last days what made them return? a€" Shay asks, although 
inside him he knew the answer. 

-Perhaps today you witnessed something similar to your times as an 
Assassin or quite possibly you were just exhausted and couldnA't 
control it? a€" Gist tries his luck. 

Shay doesnA't say anything and after some minutes he moves away from 
the door and gestures Shay to go inside. Gist complies and sits in 
the same chair he sat a week ago. Shay walks inside too, closes the 
door and locks it too. After that he heads to his wardrobe opens its 
doors. When Gist thinks he will get dressed again for a walk, a 
bright light invades the whole cabin, blinding Gist and Shay, who has 
a hand covering his vision. He gets a piece of green cloth and wraps 
the Apple in it, leaving the light to work as a lantern in the almost 
dark room. Shay takes the Apple in his hands, gently lifting it up 
and moves to Gist. Stopping in front of him he holds it tighter and 
hands it to his first mate without letting it go. 

Gist understands what he wants to do and grabs the Apple. The moment 
he touched it with his gloved hand, the light grew bigger until the 
room was shining. Gist holds back the impulse of closing his eyes, 
not caring if he gets blind. Then suddenly the light died and all 
became visible. But Gist and Shay werenA't at the captainA's cabin 
anymore. They were back at the Great Hall. 

_** ShayA's memory reviewing of 22 hours earliera€ 1 * *_ 

_-a€ 1 so the Frinch man comes sneakin' up behind mea€l_ 

_- French man, Gobber. a€" Gist laughs, drinking more of the 
Berkians' beer._ 

_- Right, French! He comes sneakin' up behind me, a dagger in his 
A'ands but thanks to Christopher 'ere, he pushes me aside an' hits 
the man. Man was pissed for me charms workin' on 'is lady, hehehe . 


_Everyone in the Great Hall cheers and applauses the beginning of 
GobberA's story. Since their reunion, Gobber the Belch and 
Christopher Gist hadnA't stopped talking, exchanging stories about 
their times together and laughing until their lungs begged for air 
Gist hadnA't stop for a bit to notice the damage that half of the 
village displayed in front of him, just to chat with an old friend 


_And by the Great Hall, when everyone was thirsting with curiosity 
about how the two men knew each other, they happily grabbed some 
beers, sat down and spent the last forty minutes telling their 
adventures. Right now, both the Vikings and The MorriganA's crew are 
listening to the story of how they caused the greatest pub fight ever 
involving soldiers, drunkards and a mad barmaid in a quick stop to 
New York. And a New York before the gangs decided to ruin everyoneA's 



life and before Haytham Kenway ever step foot on the Colonies. Before 
that, they heard the stories of how they met, how they boarded their 
first French frigate using a brig and two working cannons, how they 
were caught between a face-off between French and British Man-of-Wars 
while sailing on a schooner and the craziest of all times had been 
about the time when the pair was chased by a tribe of angry natives 
after Gobber had destroyed their sanctuary. _ 

"_It was an accident . An' 'ho leaves a bloody cave wit 'out a warm 
fire to worship ther gods?", Gobber justified with a shrug of 
shoulders ._ 

"_A handful of natives who are fascinated by explosions!". Gist shot 
back, causing the whole_ _room to explode in laughter. _ 

The spectators of 22 hours later watch amused as the scene goes on. 
Gist comments on how he couldnA't tell a story and not be able to 
exaggerate on the details. Shay chuckles at the remark and proceeds 
to search for himself in BerkA's "local pub". Shay then he saw his 
former self and pointed towards him. 

_He was sitting in a table close to the pair, hearing with the others 
the stories but not with as much attention as he had wished. The 
possibility of finding an Apple of Eden in that island kept him 
anxious and unfocused on his surroundings. So he didnA't notice the 
woman that he had greeted earlier moved to his side and sat on the 
opposite side of Shay. Shay recovered from his daydreaming and 
pretended to have been interrupted in his hearing of the 
stories ._ 

_-There was always a period of his life Gobber continually avoided to 
talk about. When anyone questioned why, heA'd turn sad and mumble 
your friendA's surname. Not even my husband managed to complete that 
task. As it turns out, Gobber sailed to your world and met your 
friend, living enough adventures to tell the whole village. a€" Valka 
says, trying to begin a conversation ._ 

_-IA'd say so. But tell me more about your A«problemA», please. a€" 
Shay asks, intending to get his business over._ 

_Valka sighs and looks at a group consisting on Astrid, Snoutlout and 
three more people: A big blonde man wearing a furred jacket with a 
really small ridiculous helmet; and a man and a woman who were 
undoubtedly twins - same hair, same nose and almost certainly the 
same manners, even with different clothing and different genders. The 
group was laughing with the others and at the same time discussing 
something important. _ 

_-My son, the new chief of Berk, and his friends went for exploring 

some months ago. **JA5rA°** must have been angry at us for a 

reason unknown to us, because there was a quick but full of rage 
earthquake. a€"Both Shays cocked an eyebrow at their confusion with 
the name of the earthquakeA ' s cause. The memory Shay because he 

didnA't know who **JA5rA°** was and the actual Shay because he 

still didnA't know who he or she was. - The earthquake brought down 

hidden caves that we had no knowledge of in the mountains and my son 
decided they should be investigated. He set out first thing in the 
morning and was out for the rest of it. By lunch time, Ruffnutt and 
Tuffnutta€l a€" Valka points to the twins. Weird names. - a€ 1 
returned without the others to tell us one of the said caves had 



trapped my son and his cousin, Snoutlout._ 

_Shay does not let the serious look fade away when he mentally 
guesses how the story would end._ 

_-By the time we got there, Snoutlout was begging to leave. With the 
help of our dragons, we created a hole big enough for them to walk 
through. Snoutlout came out first, screaming panicked that there was 
sorcery on the other side. I, along with other men, passed through 
the hole and found Hiccup holding the golden circular object that was 
brightening the cave. My son kept on saying things, like he was 
talking to someone. We got him out of there and lead him straight to 
GothlA's, our healer, house. But we were shocked to find out that not 
even the healer knew what was going on. Despite the herbs she tried 
to apply, the mixtures he made him drink, my son wouldnA't neither 
communicate nor make a single move. Toothless, his dragon I mean, his 
guarding him in his new provisory house until the village is 
repaired. _ 

_Valka concludes her story and drinks a large quantity of beer. 


-She sure can hold her own. a€" The actual Gist says. Shay "hums" in 
response . 

_Memory Shay readjusts his sitting position and says, trying to 
choose his next tactics:_ 

_-I suggest I see your son while it is still day. We can take the 
opportunity to ask for your healer to treat a comrade of ours that 
suffered some bad injuries when we ran into a sea dragon. In case 
things turn south, take two of your most trusted men and meet me at 
The Morrigan. Deal?_ 

_-IA'll give you time to ready yourself. a€" Valka said, agreeing 
with the suggestion. _ 

_Both adults got up. Memory Shay going out of the Great Hall and 
Valka getting close to the group of young adults. _ 

The future pair follows Memory Shay and stop when he is 
called : 

_-Shay, where are you going? a€" Gist had called him, once again 
interrupting GobberA's story. _ 

_-Just checking if The Morrigan is fine. Nothing more. Ah, donA't 
forget to tell them how I saved your arse in Fort Arsenal. a€" Shay 
answered, adding a joke to embarrass Gist._ 

_Memory Shay opened the door and left the Great Hall, hearing Gobber 
questioning Gist about what he meant. _ 

-Thanks to you I had to tell how I was rescued and be called the 
A«**Lady in Distress**A» for the rest of the day. a€" Gist reveals to 
Shay . 

-Well you were a lady in distress. a€" Shay points out with a 
smile . 



-Bah! Why havenA't I woken up "Monro" yet to burn your ponytail? a€" 
Gist asks, clearly hurt from the remark. 


-Wow, there now. Sorry Gist, twas a joke. a€" Shay quickly 
apologized. Then he looked at his other self and ran to catch up with 
him . 

Shay, still holding the Apple, gave it a more incurious look on the 
First Civilization object. While most of the Apples heA'd read about 
were always golden with multiple lines and curves carved, this Apple 
was a mixture of golden and silver colors, with the lines and curves 
forming glyphs that he understood nothing of. Safe to say, this 
wasnA't the usual type of First Civilization Piece of Eden. And he 
found out the hard waya€ 1 

-Earth to Shay! 

Shay is so focused in his examination of the Apple that he simply 
forgot that he was supposed to follow his former self. Gist was by 
the docks, inches away from the Memory Shay, and he had noticed his 
captain stayed behind. Shay covers the Apple again with the blanket 
and puts in his pocket. Then he rushed to GistA's side. 

_The Memory Shay descended the pathway to the docks, noticing with a 
sigh of exasperation that his two former guides' dragons were still 
on the masts. He hoped nothing bad would happen while they stayed 
there. He made his way to the board connecting The Morrigan to the 
docks and entered his ship. When he had placed his hand on the door 
handle he turn his head to the right violently. _ 

-Why did you turn around? a€" Gist asks, looking at the same 
direction as Memory Shay. 

-I thought I heard someone sneaking up on me . I wish I had checked 
that sound. a€" Shay says with a hint of growling. 

-Hah, because of **his** men? a€" Gist asks again. 

-Aye . 

_Memory Shay placed his suspicions aside and entered his cabin. _ 

To avoid wasting time, Shay takes out the Apple and closes his eyes. 
The Apple begins to shine brightly again and Gist, with eyes 
half-closed, watches the scenario moving faster, like when he played 
a game of cards at the beginning of the evening and when he was done 
it was night. The dragons move in the mast from left to right three 
times faster and midday is replaced with perhaps 2pm. 

_Memory Shay walk out of his cabin, shaved and armed to the teeth. He 
also had his gas mask on, in case there would be problems. _ 

_Wasting no time. Memory Shay walks out of The Morrigan with his two 
unknown spectators following him short. It took some time but they 
arrived at the Great Hall again. Valka was outside with a group of 
men, pacing around and looking nervous. The moment she set her eyes 
on Shay, she descended the stairs and greeted him. _ 

_-Are you ready? a€" She asked. _ 



_-Aye . a€" Shay replied. a€" Just a thing. Inside my cabin in The 
Morrigan is a man who was injured by a dragon who spat boiled water 
on him. If you could bring him in your healerA's house for care while 
I retrieve the Apple, I ' d be grateful. _ 

_-WeA'll do. ItA's the least we can do for going to help my son. a€" 
She says with a smile as she gestures to her men to follow her. a€" 
And may luck be on your side._ 

_-I make my own luck, miss. a€" Memory Shay growled. _ 

-What happened to being polite to the ladies? a€" Gist asks. 

Shay doesnA't answer as he fast-forwards his memories. Instead of the 
Great Hall, they find themselves inside the healerA's house. 

_**In the meant imea€ 1 * *_ 

Sick of knocking countless times on the door, Astrid opens the door. 
She finds no one in the cabin so she swings it open and signals her 
friends to follow her. 

-Exactly what are we doing here? a€" Eret inquires. 

-We have to make it up to Mr. Cormac for saving us today. And since 
he almost lost his clothes burned, we have to make him new ones. a€" 
Astrid explains, searching his drawers and wardrobe. 

-This is job for ya, sis. a€" Tuffnutt says elbowing his 
sister . 

-YouA're the man here. You do the job. a€" Ruffnutt responds with an 
elbow on his brotherA's ribs. 

Before anyone can object theyA're fighting already. Astrid rolls her 
eyes and resumes her search. Eishlegs examines the room, making his 
own analysis on ShayA's persona. Snoutlout is going on about how if 
someone hadnA't dropped a bucket on his head he would have done what 
he did. Eret passes a hand by ShayA's weapons and comparing them with 
his own new tomahawk. Astrid finally takes out a grey jacket with a 
yellow shirt inside, a piece of belt with a lion figurehead and a 
black gas mask. Putting them all in her left shoulder, he picks up a 
pair of pants of the same color and a pair of boots. 

-Eret? a€" She calls. The man in question turns his head around to 
her. a€" Help me cut that curtain with the cross. 

Astrid takes out her axe while Eret grabs the curtain and pulls it. 
Astrid cuts it out and asks Eret to carry it. 

-Alright, letA's head back. a€" She instructs as she waves in a sign 
of "letA 's go" . 

_**To be cent inueda€ 1 * *_ 


6. Chapter 5 pt2 

-Shay, a warning next time please. a€" Gist rubs his eyelids in fast 
motions. a€" If this keeps up, lA'll go blind. 



-Sorry Gist. a€" Shay says quickly, not really worried to his own 
surprise . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>Memory Shay was passing through the curtains to enter 
GothiA's house and took a look to the house. It was like watching Mr. 
and Miss Finnegan's house in miniature to Memory ShayA's opinion: 

Even without being that colorful and lacking a second floor, it had a 
big table, in which were laid several flasks and bottles filled with 
leaves and drinks of grayish textures, paintings and tapestries of 
moments of the villageA's history and a fireplace which was not lit. 
On the furthest corner to the left, a short scrawny elder woman slept 
peacefully, a bone staff not far away from her leaning on a 
drawer . <em> 

_As Memory Shay got closer to her, tip-toeing so as to not startle 
her, he began to make out a hunch and leather clothing. _ 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>-She looks peaceful, Sa€ 1 Why did you close your eyes? a€" Gist 
asks Shay, who in turn points to the healer. <p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>GothlA ' s eyes snapped open just as Memory Shay got in armA's 
reach. Her left hand flew to her staff and stroke Memory Shay in the 
right leg, forcing a dumbfounded Memory Shay to recoil, then she hit 
him in the head with the head of the staff, making him fall backwards 
in the ground, his weapons making a CLING when they hit the ground. 
Before he knew, Gothi was over his chest and threateningly pointing 
the staff to his throat. <em> 

_-IA'm a friend! a€" Memory Shay shouted with his hands lifted in 
surrender. - Valka sent me!_ 

_GothiA's angry face melted into one of confusion and then 
acceptance. She stepped off Memory ShayA's chest and offered a hand. 
Memory Shay hesitated before taking it and was pulled to his feet 
easily. _ 

_-I am here to see your chief. Miss Hofferson told me to come with 
her here to Berk so I could examine him. I know whatA's wrong with 
him. a€" Memory Shay informed her, stepping back as a reassurance 
measure ._ 

_GothiA's face had stayed neutral as Memory Shay told her that and 
she remained like that when she nodded and instructed him to grab 
some vials behind him and follow her outside. Memory Shay complied 
and headed out with her, walking slowly because of the tremendous 
pain in the right leg._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>-So thatA's what happened. Well, Shay, I hope you learned your 
lesson. a€" Gist mockingly grins. <p> 


Shay gives him a sideways glare before fast-forwarding his memories 



(and provokingly not warning Gist) , stopping when they were standing 
outside a red house with a black roof and open windows with ShayA's 
counterpart and Gothi . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>Memory Shay took some steps forward but was stopped by his 
arms, he did as asked. Sometime later, a Viking of the same size as a 
brute came out of the closed door. Eyeing Memory Shay up and down, 
she turned to Gothi. <em> 

_-Who is he Gothi? a€" He questioned. _ 

_Some gestures from her part and the Viking turned to Memory Shay 
with a smile. _ 

_-So youA're the man who can save the chief ?_ 

_-I hope so, MisteraGl? _ 

_-Just Arvid will do. ItA's a pleasure to meet you. a€" The man 
introduced himself. _ 

_-Shay Cormac. a€" Memory Shay introduced himself in return. _ 

_-Well I mustn't keep you occupied. Good luck getting our chief back. 
a€" Arvid made his way out, giving a slap in ShayA's back._ 

_-I makea€ 1 my owna€ 1 luck. a€" Memory Shay muttered. _ 

_Memory Shay started to walk again but was stopped once more by 
Gothi. She gestured to his weapons and rifle and pointed to a chair 
by his left. Comprehending the message, Shay unsheathed his Bastard 
sword and dagger and placed them on top of the chair, alongside his 
rifle and his Hidden blades. Then he was finally allowed to enter the 
house ._ 

_Illuminated by sunlight flowing through the windows were at least a 
dozen beds displayed in lines to each side, all of them filled with 
injured people who were asleep. Beside all beds and their occupants 
were various dragons of different sizes and colors. Based on 
AstridA's description of the chiefA's dragons, Shay searched the 
infirmary with his eyes and easily found the mentioned black dragon 
sleeping in front of a bed. Memory Shay approached carefully the bed, 
remembering that apparently the entire village was always on 
alert ._ 

_Memory Shay couldnA't help but notice all the people resting in 
their beds were either lacking a limb as revealed by the lack of form 
of the bodies inside the covers or were just surrounded by bandages, 
some bloody some not . And the other common thing was that they an arm 
around their dragons. He felt a ping of happiness by seeing 
that ._ 

_The black dragon hadnA't taken time to notice an unknown human 
getting close to him and his friend. He got on ItA's paws in no time 
and began to study the human. Memory Shay paused apprehensive of the 
creatureA's movements. The dragon sniffed Memory Shay and backed 
away. Gothi, who appeared at Memory ShayA's side, gestured to the boy 
sleeping and to Shay._ 



><p>-I remember thinking that ita€ 1 he couldnA't understand a thing. 
a€" Shay says to Gist.<p> 

-But it turned out that they are smart . Perhaps smarter than us . a€" 
Gist told Shay. 

-Aye, maybe. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>The dragon dropped the tense posture he was on and put on the 
biggest smile Memory Shay had ever seen. He walked to face ShayA's 
back and pushed him to his best friendA's side. The chief was fully 
hidden in the covers so Memory Shay had to lift the covers of the bed 
to check on him. His gazes stopped exactly as he found the Piece of 
Eden in the boyA's hands. Memory Shay moved his hand closer to the 
sphere and it began to glow tremendously . <em> 

■jk" ■jk" "jk" 


><p><em>-<em>Close your eyes. Gist. a€" Shay warned as he put a hand 
to his face. 

Gist complied quickly and in a few minutes he dropped the hand. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>The house and everything inside had been replaced with an 
empty white room<em> _with only Memory Shay and the same man curled 
and shivering. _ 

_-Hey, lad. a€" Memory Shay called out to him._ 

_The boy stirred and lifted his upper half of the body to face Memory 
Shay. He had auburn hair like his mother, blue eyes, thin lips and a 
pale skin color. He was dressed in metal plates serving as armor in 
the right shoulder and chest areas, leather pants and two brackets. 
The Piece of Eden was in his left hand, a prosthetic left foot 
replaced his left foot from the ankle down, with many levers imbued 
and an expression that immediately told Memory Shay he was scared. 


_And right he was._ 

_-N0! NO! GET AWAY! a€" He shouted, scrambling to his feet and 
running of._ 

_Memory Shay took after the boy, without any need to go as fast as he 
usually had. _ 
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xp>-LetA's follow. a€" Shay says sprint ing . <p> 

-CanA't you just fast-forward into when you want to? a€" Gist asks a 
few short steps behind. 



No, you have to see this. a€" Shay responds. 


* * 


* 


><pXem>So they ran after the two men, noting the buildings that came 
in their way. Memory Shay was catching up to the chief but the young 
man evaded him by taking another route<em> 

_-STAY AWAY FROM ME! a€" The chief pleaded. _ 

_-I ainA't here to hurt you! a€" Memory Shay shouted. _ 

_The chase was getting Memory Shay tired, so he found a fallen wood 
trunk and used it to get to the roof of a building. That gave the 
advantage of doubt in the chiefA's part and the alternative route for 
Memory Shay, who once again caught up with him and in a graceful and 
timed jump, landed on top of the chief ._ 

_Shay restrained the manA's right arm in an arm lock and moved to 
take the Piece of Eden from his hands buta€l_ 

_-GET OEE ME! a€" The chief shouted in rage as he debated. _ 

_Still not letting go of the Piece, he head-butted Shay with the back 
of his head and kicked him with the prosthetic leg to the right leg, 
right in his wounded zone. This sent Shay to the side and the chief 
got up again, white light burning bright in his eyes._ 

_-YOU KILLED MY EATHER ! YOU DESTROYED THE VILLAGE! YOU WILL PAY, 

DRAGO ! a€" The chief screamed as he placed his free hand around 
ShayA's throat and began to choke him._ 

_The strength of the chiefA's hand began to increase and Shay was 
soon gasping for air. Eor a scrawny man he had quite the force. In 
desperation he tried to grab the Piece from the chiefA's hand and 
managed to touch it._ 

_The Piece reacted to the touch and with a cracking sound it blew the 
chief far away from Memory Shay. The Piece, escaping from the 
delusional chief, rolled off to a certain distance from them. Shay 
got up rubbing his throat as the chief (Hiccup was it?) got up 
too ._ 

_Memory Shay got into a fighting stance as he waited for the chief to 
make his move._ 

_-Wh-Who are you?_ 

_And that was a surprise. _ 

_-Who are you? WhereA's Drago? a€" He asked again. _ 

_-IA'm the only one here, Mr. Haddock. a€" Shay told the chief. 
Uncertain if Haddock would have another outburst, he relaxed slightly 
but kept his guard up. _ 

_-No, **he ** was here. I saw him. I- I tried to cha€ 1 oh no. No, 

no, noa€ 1 Oh gods I am so sorry. a€" Haddock pleaded grabbing his 
hair in horror. 



_-It was the Piece of Eden, Mr. Haddock. It was obscuring your mind. 
a€" Shay informed the horrified man. a€" "Now my rifle would have 
come in handy with him" a€" He thought. _ 


- ** Indeed** 


* * 


* 


><p>-Who was that? a€" Gist asked looking to all sides. <p> 

Shay pointed to the fallen Piece of Eden that was shining with silver 
light . 
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><pXem>The Piece trembled and erupted in light and out of it emerged 
a woman, taller than the two men and paler than them, just wearing a 
grey dress with a piece of rope around her waist, a golden bracelet 
with gems incrusted in it, a patera in her right hand and a scepter 
in her left.<em> 

_She had auburn hair that was tied in two braids that hung over her 
shoulders, eyes darker than ShayA's and a face that seemed to welcome 
all who saw her to her side. Yet her face was sad as well._ 

**I never imagined that this Piece of Eden would fall to 

mankindA's hand again. Despite all my measures you have found it. 

** - The womanA's soft voice echoed. _ 

_A silence hung in the air for a while, one that Memory Shay decided 
to break. _ 

_-Are you a member of the Eirst Civilization?_ 

_-A what? a€" Haddock repeated. _ 

**Under your terms of words, I am. You seem to know about us. 

How?** a€" The woman addressed Shay with curiosity. _ 

_-I work with the organization of the Templar Order, who has seen and 
used several of the Apples throughout history. My name isa€l - Memory 
Shay told getting closer to the woman. _ 

**Shay Patrick Cormac. My, you look just like him. ** a€" The 

woman smiled to a jaw dropped Memory Shay. a€" **And you. Hiccup 

Horrendus Haddock III, you do have my husbandA's eyes.**_ 

_-How come? Explain, please. a€" Haddock was now afraid of the being 
in front of him._ 

_Memory Shay wanted an explanation as well, though he didnA't get the 
chance to manifest his request as the woman extended her right arm 
and the white room dissipated. _ 

"_**Meet me in Dark Deep island. There I will explain.** "_ 

_The white room was replaced with the outside, close to a statue of a 
Viking chief. As they slowly realized, they were surrounded by a 
crowd of shocked Vikings, namely Astrid, Snoutlout, Gobber and the 
black dragon, the latter making ItA's way to Haddock. _ 



_-Toothless? Is that you? a€" Haddock inquired looking at his 
dragon 

"_Toothless" stopped in his tracks and stared at Hiccup with itA's 
green eyes with pupils. The next thing he did is leap to Haddock, 
knocking him down, and started to lick him, much to HaddockA's 
annoyance . _ 

_-Toothless! Stop please! a€" Haddock compained. Toothless backed 
away a bit and Haddock got up again. a€"Ah, you know that doesnA't 
wash off._ 

_Toothless just did the closest thing to laughter, as Memory Shay had 
come to say it. Haddock splashed some of the saliva to Toothless as 
he too laughed. And the whole village, finally realizing that their 
chief was back, ran to the pair and celebrated. _ 
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><p>-I donA't know about you Shay, but that was breath-taking. a€" 
Gist said.<p> 

-It was your first encounter with a First Civilization member too, 
right? a€" Shay guesses. 

-Yes it was. I wonder what we'll find there. But anyways tell me: 
Should we inform the Grandmaster of our adventure? 

This is a question that leaves Shay standing very still, ignoring all 
the commotion happening in his memories. 

-No. We may have been tasked to see if dragons did exist, but our 
mission has evolved into something much bigger and I donA't think 
anyone else can know what is happening here. Not even Master Kenway. 
a€" Shay explains his point and scratches his chin. a€" But I have to 
send a letter to the Grandmaster as I have agreed with him to do it a 
week after our departure. 

-You will only mention the adventure at the Norwegian village? a€" 
Gist asks adjusting his hat. 

-Aye. Now letA's move forward. a€" Shay said hurriedly. 

Making the same tricks with the Apple, Shay forwards his memories, 
long enough to avoid seeing the scandal that transpired soon after 
the reunion: Toothless had understood that the Apple had caused 
HaddockA's behavior to change and had tried to blast it away. 

Memory Shay, however, prevented that from happening, by reaching the 
Apple first, though the tail of his outfit caught fire and quickly 
reduced his black coat to a burning pile and left burn marks in his 
smaller red coat. Toothless tried to blast the Apple again but 
Haddock calmed his friend down, stating that Shay would make sure it 
wouldnA't happen again. 

Shay and Gist find themselves back at _The Morrigan_, inside ShayA's 
cabin . 



><pXem>Valka, Gothi, Haddock, Memory Gist and Memory Shay were 
standing around the table, each of them concentrated on the Apple. 
Haddock was the closest to it, Gothi stayed at his side, using her 
staff to turn the Apple around. Gist was writing in a journal that 
dayA's events and Valka was confiding with Shay about the 
journey . <em> 

_Memory Shay, in a fur coat to replace his burned one, had called for 
a meeting with the three to settle priorities. Having returned to the 
infirmary to retrieve his weapons, which now were kept in a wardrobe 
behind the bed, he had made his way while avoiding the constant waves 
of Vikings trying to find him and either congratulate him or attempt 
to destroy the "Gods' Wrath". Countless shortcuts and close-call 
encounters. Memory Shay had made it to The Morrigan, where everyone 
waited for him, and locked the door to his cabin. _ 

_Haddock had done a detailed report on what he saw while the Apple 
was in his possession, from recurring visions of his father dying to 
the appearance of Drago Bludvist that made in go on a rampage. 
Apologizing for the millionth time to Memory Shay, the latter had 
told him to forget it._ 

_Valka had stayed at his sonA's side, hugging him now and then to 
offer comfort. Gothi had been examining the Apple with caution with 
her staff, finding the object intriguing with every new detail she 
had come up with._ 

_Gist had reported to Memory Shay the deliverance of Mr. Baltimore to 
the infirmary and the comical episode of Snoutlout challenging him to 
a fist fight. The result was a nearby bucket stuck in his head after 
he tripped on his two feet and sent him sliding across the 
Hall ._ 

"_At least you spared me of going after him". Memory Shay 
chuckled ._ 

_Memory Shay had felt with was his turn to give explanations so he 
had begun to tell all he could think of about the First Civilization 
and the Pieces of Eden. The Vikings were astonished to hear about 
another human species that had lived prior to them and confused about 
not being but acting like gods._ 

_It was decided to keep the story a secret from everyone else in the 
village for they had no idea of how the revelation would be 
welcomed ._ 

_Next, Memory Shay along with Gist, because they had no choice, told 
the least as possible about the Templars, from the times they had 
surged to the current events. Although Haddock wished to know more 
the order. Memory Shay had avoided the questions with answers going 
to dead ends._ 

_In the end, preparations were being discussed about travelling to 
the Dark Deeps to find a better explanation. Valka had pulled Memory 
Shay to a side:_ 

_-The Dark Deep is half a day of travelling in your ship and a few 
hours flying. Are you sure you donA't to go flying. a€" Valka tried 
to convince Shay to fly to the island. _ 



_-Thanks Valka but I feel more at ease in The Morrigan than in the 
air. a€" Memory Shay dismissed the offer. a€" But I would like to try 
after all this is over._ 

_Valka gave in to ShayA's persistence and went out to inform everyone 
else. Memory Gist unlocked the door and let her out. Haddock, having 
seen his mother leave, turns to Shay._ 

_-Mr Cormaca€l_ 

_-Call me Shay. a€" Memory Shay inter jects._ 

_-Have you found more than this one? a€" Haddock asks._ 
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><p>It was only now that Shay noticed how his counterpartA ' s gaze had 
darkened and his face turned into one of rage when he had been 
questioned . <p> 
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><pXem>-Aye I have. And a whole city suffered due to my ingenuitya€ 1 
Thousands dead because of those damned artifacts. a€" Memory Shay 
growled . <em> 

_Memory Gist had opened his mouth to say something in Memory ShayA's 
defense but shut it as he found nothing to say. Haddock on the other 
hand had his mouth wide open in horror. _ 

_-IA'm so sorry to hear that. I canA't imagine anyone else going 
through that. If the same happened in Berk Ia€l I donA't know how 
lA'd handle it. a€" Haddock apologized to Memory Shay. a€" We must 
get rid of this then._ 

_-We set sail for the island called Dark Deep. Hopefully we can 
dispose of it. a€" Memory Shay said. a€" Speaking of which, we need 
you to guide us there. _ 

Of course. Me and my friends will set out as soon as youA're 
ready. a€" Haddock agreed. _ 

_-IA'll warn the crew, captain. And we should retire for the night, 
wouldnA't you agree? a€" Memory Gist proposed. _ 

_Memory Shay nods and Haddock and Gothi moved to leave the cabin to 
rest ._ 

_-Excuse me Shay, but can I borrow your maps? a€" Haddock stopped as 
he is about to close the door._ 

_-Why? a€" Memory Shay asked with an eyebrow raised. _ 

_-IA've always dreamed of travelling around the world with Toothless 
and I have always been curious about how the world is. So can Ia€l? 
a€" Haddock smiled as he talked about his dream. _ 

_-Sure just return them tomorrow. a€" Memory Shay 
conceded . 



_Haddock grabbed the three nearest maps to him and left. Gothi made a 
gesture of good night before leaving too. Memory Gist followed them 
without a sound, and Memory Shay is left alone to ponder his next 
actions ._ 
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><p>-What do you want to show me here Shay? a€" Gist asks at last, 
failing to see the point in watching that memory. <p> 

-Wait for ita€ 1 - Was ShayA's only reply. 
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><p><em>Memory Shay moves to hide the Apple in a safe place when it 
begins to glow again. Abruptly an image of a younger Shay appeared on 
The Morrigan. But that was a Shay with his Assassin outfit, his long 
hair without the ponytail, a beard and moustache around the chin and 
upper lip area and with another quartermaster that made Memory Shay 
stare at in sadness and angst. His arms crossed as was his habit, the 
shaved head looking straight aheada€ 1 <em> 

_Liam OA'Brien._ 

_-"ThatA's quite the dream Shay. Believe youA'll achieve it someday?" 
a€" He asked Shay looking at him._ 

_-"Of course I will Liam. After all, lA'll be sailing with the best 
quartermaster and ship I could ever have." a€" The confident Assassin 
Shay replied as he turned The Morrigan to face a group of British 
schooners ._ 

_-"IA'm flattered Shay. lA'll join ya when we are done defending the 
Colonies." a€" Liam said._ 

**if ** we are ever done." a€" Assassin Shay grunted. a€" 

"Ready the cannons, men" ._ 

_-"Have faith Shay. WeA'll be going around the world before you know 
it." a€" Liam said before focusing on the future battle to 
come ._ 

_The image faded and the Apple returned to itA's inactive stance, 
leaving a Memory Shay at the verge of tears. _ 
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><p>-ThatA's enough. a€" Shay says, putting both hands on the Apple 
and focusing. <p> 

The memories faded and the duo found themselves back at the dark 
cabin. Shay heads to the closet and puts the Piece of Eden inside 
before locking the closet. 

-Hum Shaya€ 1 Someone has been here. a€" Gist says. 

Shay turns to Gist and then looks all around the cabin. A curtain had 
been torn away and was missing, his weapons had been moved out of 
place, his maps are scattered all over the placeand a bit of blood 



led to the inside of a chest where Shay kept the incomes of his 
economic resources. Signaling Gist, who put his hand on the sword 
handle, Shay went to the chest and counting to three, swung it 
open . 

A hooded black man jumps out of it, throwing coins at GistA's face to 
blind him, reaches for the door and runs out. Shay follows him yet he 
is surprised to find a blue dragon right in front of him being 
mounted by the same man. The dragon takes off to the sky, evading the 
shots fired by ShayA's pistols. 

Movement below deck tells Shay heA's woken up his men and Gist 
appears at his sides rubbing his nose. 

-Damn bastard was slippery. How long do you think he was hiding 
there? a€" He asks. 

-There wasnA't any blood when I went to sleep and when you came in. 

So he must have gotten in when we were watching my memories. Maybe he 
was looking for the Applea€" Shay exclaimed. 

-By the way, how did you do that with the Apple? a€" Gist asks as the 
crew and few members of the Vikings gathered around them. 

-a€ 1 ItA's like I had done that my whole life. a€" Shay answered, 
putting his pistols in the holsters, confused. 

-Captain! What happened? a€" A crew member inquired. 

-Mister Cormac. What was that noise? a€" Astrid entered _The 
Morrigan_ with her axe in hand. 

Shay points to the moon so everyone can see the silhouette of a 
dragon and itA's rider flying off. 

-Who was he? a€" Fishlegs asked staring at the silhouette. 

-DonA't have a clue. He was totally in black. a€" Shay says crossing 
his arms. 

-He was working with Drago Bludvist. a€" Gist informed with his back 
turned to them. 

Everyone froze and turned their attention to Gist as he kneels down 
and picks up a piece of paper. He catches it and tries to read 
it . 

-Bah, itA's in Norwegian. I can only make out the name "Drago". a€" He 
says, extending the letter to anyone who wanted to read. 

Making himself known in the group. Haddock snatched the letter and 
read it. His face turned somber and red with rage. 

-Drago somehow knew about that Apple and sent someone to steal it. It 
was lucky for us it was with you, Shay. a€" Haddock sighs. 

-I believe in making my own luck. Haddock. As I believe you make 
yours. a€" Shay objects, pointing a finger to Haddock. 

-Please, call me Hiccup. a€" Haddock asks. 



A moment of silence. And then a thunderous laughter. 


-ThereA's no way in Hell lA'm calling you that. a€" Shay laughs just 
like Gist and the crew. 

-Here we go againa€ 1 - Haddock grumbles. 

-WeA'll give chase tomorrow. Right now we have to sleep. a€" Valka 
commented, to which everyone agreed. The laughter slowly came to a 
stop as all went back to sleep. 
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><p><emXstrong>6 hours later, at the docks<strong>_ 

-Did you understand, Fitzwilliams? a€" Shay asked again one of his 
crew members . 

-Yes sir. Go to Fort Arsenal, arrange for all your ships to bring 
resources to Berk, deliver Haytham Kenway the letter and return. a€" 
The crew member responded, quoting all of his assigned instructions. 
a€" And above all else, keep this a secret. 

Since delivering letters in puppy-sized dragons instead of pigeons 
attracted unwanted attention, Shay had to add that task to his five 
chosen crew members, who were to bring back resources such as metal, 
wood and other things to help rebuilding the village from ShayA's 
company fleetA's ships. Along with that, they were to enter his house 
in Fort Arsenal and fetch all his weapons and pistols to bring 
back . 

Shay had that feeling that things were going to need some 
precautions . 

Shay left his crew members get ready to sail and headed back to _The 
Morrigan_, where six dragon riders were waiting for the 
order . 

-WeA're ready to go. Mister Cormac. a€" Astrid shouted on her Nadder, 
Stormf ly . 

-Call me Shay. a€" Shay asked her. 

-You sure you donA't want to fly? Are you chicken? a€" Snoutlout 
provoked with a mischievous grin. 

Shay didnA't even reply. 

-Knock it off Snout. He wants to fly in my dragon! a€" The male twin 
said . 

-ItA's our dragon, idiot. a€" His sister corrected him. 

-Anyone said anything. What about you, boy I donA't know? a€" He 
asked addressing his sister. 

And they began to fight, much to the incredulity and annoyance of 
Shay . 



-YouA'll get used to it. a€" A muscular man told him. a€" And nameA's 
Eret by the way. Look thereA's Hiccup. 

Haddock was coming with them, and had his flight gear all red and 
brown, with a spiked helmet under his right arm. Toothless was 
saddled up too, eagerness to fly with his best friend visible in his 
excited look. 

-Good morning. Is my mother coming with us? a€" He asks looking 
around for his mother. 

-She said someone had to look after the village and she thinks you 
are enough to handle what might be coming. a€" Shay says. a€" But I 
ask: Are you ready? 

-Yes. I mean, I befriended a Night Fury, survived battling a Red 
Death, defeated Dragoa€ 1 This will be a piece of cake. a€" Haddock 
assures with a small smile. 


Behind the words Shay knew the man was afraid and he had all the 
reasons to be. But Shay also knew that Haddock as a man of strong 
will so if he said he wanted to come, he would. 


-Alright then. WeA'll set sail now while the wind is blowing. a€" 
Shay says climbing to his ship. a€" RAISE THE ANCHOR AND DEPLOY 
HALF-SAIL ! 


-You heard the captain, lads. Make haste! a€" Gist redirects the 
orders . 


The red sails with wolfA's heads are unfurled and when the anchors 
rise they set sail through the foggy morning, with the famous dragon 
riders flying above their heads, at the sound of a morning 
"Randy-Dandy-0" . 


End 
f lie . 



